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CRIME AND PUNISHMENT.

PART 1.
CHAPTER 1,

NE sultry evening early in July a young man emerged
from the small turnished lodging he occupied in a large
five-storied house in the Pereoulok S——, and turned slowly,
with an air of indecision, towards the K—— bridge. He was
fortunate enough not to meet his landlady on the stairs. She
occupied the floor beneath him, and her kitchen, with its
usually-open door, was entered from the staircase. Thus,
whenever the young man went out, he found himself obliged
to pass under the enemy’s fire, which always produced a morbid
terror, humiliating him and making him knit his brows. He
owed her some money and felt afraid of encountering her.

It was not that he had been terrified or crushed by misfor-
tune, but that for some time past he had fallen into a state of
nervous depression akin to hypochondria. He had withdrawn
from society and shut himself up, till he was ready to shun, not
merely his landlady, but every human face. Poverty had once
weighed him down, though, of late, he had lost his sensitive-
ness on that score. He had given up all his daily occupations.
In his heart of hearts he laughed scornfully at his landlady and
the extremities to which she might proceed. Still, to be way-
laid on the stairs, to have to listen to all her jargon, hear her
demands, threats, and complaints, and have to make excuses
and subterfuges in return—no, he preferred to steal down
without attracting notice. On this occasion, however, when he
had gained the street, he felt surprised himself at this dread
of meeting the woman to whom he was in debt.
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“Why should I be alarmed by these trifles when I am con-
templating such a desperate deed ? ” thought he, and he gave
a strange smile. * Ah, well, man holds the remedy in his own
hands, and lets everything go its own way, simply through
cowardice—that is an axiom. I should like to know what

eople fear most :—whatever is contrary to their usual habits, I
Imagine. But I am talking too much. I talk and so I do
nothing, though I might just as well say, I do nothing and so
I talk. I have acquired this habit of chattering during the last
month, while I have been lying for days together in a corner,
feeding my mind on trifles. Come, why am I taking this walk
now? AmI capable of #2az? Can ziat really be serious?
Not in the least. These are mere chimeras, idle fancies that
flit across my brain !”

The heat in the streets was stifling. The crowd, the sight
of lime, bricks, scaffolding, and the peculiar odour so familiar
to the nostrils of the inhabitant of St. Petersburg who has no
means of escaping to the country for the summer, all con-
tributed to irritate the young man’s already excited nerves.
The reeking fumes of the dram-shops, so numerous in this part
of the city, and the tipsy men to be seen at every point,
although it was no holiday, completed the repulsive character
of the scene. Our hero’s refined features betrayed, for a
moment, an impression of bitter disgust. We may observe
casually that he was not destitute of personal attractions; he
was above middle height, with a slender and well-proportioned
figure, and he had dark auburn hair and fine dark eyes. Ina
little while he sank into a deep reverie, or rather into a sort of
mental torpor. He walked on without noticing, or trying to
notice, his surroundings. Occasionally he muttered a few
words to himself ; as if, as he himself had just perceived, this
had become his habit. At this moment it dawned upon him
that his ideas were becoming confused and that he was very
feeble ; he had eaten nothing worth mentioning for the last
two days.

His dress was so miserable that anyone else might have
scrupled to go out in such rags during the daytime. This
quarter of the city, indeed, was not particular as to dress. In
the neighbourhood of the Cyennaza or Haymarket, in those
streets in the heart of St. Petersburg, occupied by the artisan
classes, no vagaries in costume call forth the least surprise.
Besides the young man’s fierce disdain had reached such a
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pitch, that, notwithstanding his extreme sensitiveness, he felt
no shame at exhibiting his tattered garments in the street. He
would have felt differently had he come across anyone he knew,
any of the old friends whom he usually avoided. Yet he
stopped short on hearing the attention of passers-by directed
to him by the thick voice of a tipsy man shouting : *“ Eh, look
at the German hatter ” The exclamation came from an
individual who, for some unknown reason, was being jolted
away in a great waggon. The young man snatched off his hat
and began to examine it. It was a high-crowned hat that had
been originally bought at Zimmermann’s, but had become worn
and rusty, was covered with dents and stains, slit and short of
a brim, a frightful object in short. Yet its owner, far from
feeling his vanity wounded, was suffering rather from anxiety
than humiliation.

I suspected this,” muttered he, uneasily, “I foresaw it.
That’s the worst of it! Some wretched trifle like this might
spoil it all.  Yes, this hat is certainly too remarkable ; it looks
so ridiculous. I must get a cap to suit my rags; any old thing
would be better than this borror. Hats like these are not
worn ; this one would be noticeable a vers# off ; it would be
remembered ; people would think of it again some time after,
and it might furnish a clue. I must attract as little attention
as possible just now. Trifles become important, everything
hinges on them.”

He had not far to go; he knew the exact distance between
his lodging and present destination—just seven hundred and
thirty paces. He had counted them when his plan only floated
through his brain like a vague dream. At that time, he him-
self would not have believed it capable of realisation; he
merely dallied in fancy with a chimera which was both terrible
and seductive. But a month had elapsed, and he had already
begun to view it in a different light. Although he reproached
himself throughout his soliloquies with irresolution and a want
of energy, he had accustomed himself, little by little, and,
indeed, in spite of himself, to consider the realisation of his
dream a possibility, though he doubted his own resolution.
He was but just now rehearsing his enterprise, and his agitation
was increasing at every step.

His heart sank, and his limbs trembled nervously, as he
came to an immense pile of building facing the canal on one
side and the street on the other. This block was divided into
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a host of small tenements, tenanted by all sorts of trades—
tailors, locksmiths, cooks, various kinds of Germans, prostitutes,
petty officials, and others. People were swarming in and out
through the two doors. There were three or four dvorniks
belonging to the house, but the young man, to his great satis-
faction, came across none of them, and, escaping notice as he
entered, mcunted at once the stairs on the right hand. He
had already made acquaintance with this dark and narrow
staircase, and its obscurity was grateful to him ; it was gloomy
enough to hide him from prying eyes. ¢ If I feel so timid
now, what will it be when I come to put my plan into execu-
tion ?” thought he, as he reached the fourth floor. Here he
found the passage blocked; some military porters were re-
moving the furniture ffom a tenement recently occupied, as
the young man knew, by a German official and his family,
“'Thanks to the departure of this German, for some time to
come there will be no one on this landing but the old woman.
It is as well to know this, at any rate,” thought he to himself,
as he rang the old woman’s bell. It gave a faint sound, as if
it were made of tin instead of copper. In houses of this sort,
the smaller lodgings generally have such bells.

He had forgotten this ; the peculiar tinkling sound seemed
to recall something to his memory, for he gave a shiver—his
nerves were very weak. In another moment the door was
opened part way, and the occupant of the rooms stood
examining her visitor through the opening with evident sus-
picion, her small eyes glimmering through the darkness like
luminous points. But when she saw the people on the landing,
she seemed reassured, and flung the door open. The young
man entered a gloomy ante-chamber, divided by a partition,
behind which was a small kitchen. The old woman stood
silently in front of him, eyeing him kcenly. She was a thin
little creature of sixty, with a small sharp nose,_ and eyes
sparkling with malice. Her head was uncovered, and her
grizzled locks shone with grease. A strip of flannel was wound
round her long thin neck, and, in spite of the heat, she wore a
shabby yellow fur-tippet on her shoulders. She coughed in-
cessantly. The young man was probably eyeing her strangely,
for the look of mistrust suddenly reappeared on her face.

“The Student Raskolnikoff. I called on you a month ago,”
said the visitor, hurriedly, withaslight bow. He had suddenly
remembered that he must make himself more agreeable,
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“Y remember, batuchta, I remember it well,’ returned the
old woman. still fixing her eyes on him suspiciously.

“Well, then, look here. I have ccme again on a similar
errand,” continued Raskolnikoff, somewhat surprised and
uneasy at being received with so much distrust. “ After all,
this may be her usual manner, though I did not notice it
before,” thought he, unpleasantly impressed.

The old woman remained silent a while, and seemed to re-
flect. Then, pointing to the door of the inner room, she drew
back for her visitor to pass, and said, “ Come in, datucika.”

The small room into which the young man was ushered was

apered with yellow ; there were geraniums and muslin curtains
in the windows, and the setting sun shed a flood of light on
the interior. “ The sun will shine on it just the same #hen !”
said Raskolnikoff all at once to himself, as he glanced rapidly
round to take in the various objects and engrave them on his
memory. The room, however, contained nothing remarkable.
‘The yellow wood furniture was all very old. A couch with a
shelving back, opposite which stood an oval table, a toilet-table
with a pier-glass attached, chairs lining the walls, and two or
three poor prints representing German girls with birds in their
hands, completed the inventory. A lamp was burning in one
corner in front of a small image. The floor and furniture
were clean and well polished. “ Elizabeth attends to that,”
thought the young man. It would have been difficult to find
a speck of dust on anything. “It is only in the houses of
these dreadful old widows that such order is to be seen,” con-
tinued Raskolnikoff to himself, looking with curiosity at the
chintz curtain overhanging the door which led into a second
small room, in which he bad never set foot ; it contained the old
woman’s bed and chest of drawers. The apartment consisted
of these two rooms.

““What is it you want?” asked the mistress of the house
drily ; she had followed her visitor in, and planted herself in
front of him to examine him more closely.

“I have come to pawn something, that is all |” With this he
drew from his pocket a flat old silver watch. A globe was
engraved inside the lid, and the chain was of steel.

“But you have not repaid the sum I lent you before. It was
due two days ago.”

“T will pay you' the interest {or another month ; have a little
patience.”
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“T may have patience or I may sell your pledge at once,
batuchka, just whichever I like.”

“ What will you give me on this watch, Alena Ivanovna ?”

“That is a wretched thing, datuckhka, worth a mere nothing.
Last time I lent you two small notes on your ring, when I could
have bought a new one at the jeweller's for a rouble and a
half.”

“ Give me four roubles, and I will redeem it; it belonged
to my father. I expect some money soon.”

“A rouble and a half! and I shall take the interest in ad-
vance.”

“ A rouble and a half !” protested the young man.

“ Please yourself whether you take it or not.” So saying, the

old woman tendered back the watch. Her visitor took it and .

was about to depart in vexation, when he reflected that this
money-lender was his last resource—and, besides, he had
another object in coming.

“Come, fork out ! ” said he in a rough tone.

The old woman fumbled in her pockets for her keys, and
passed on into the adjoining room. The young man, left
standing there alone, pricked up his ears and began to make
various inductions. He heard this female usurer open her
drawer. ‘It must be the top one,” was his conclusion. “I
know now that she carries her keys in her right pocket—
they are all hung on a steel ring—one of them is three times
as large as the rest, and has the wards toothed ; that carnot be
the key of her drawer—then she must have some strong box
or safe. It is curious that the keys of strong boxes should be
generally like that—but, after all, how ignoble I”

The old woman reappeared. * See here, datuchka: if I
take a ten kopeck-piece a month on each rouble, 1 ought to
receive fifteen kopecks on a rouble and ahalfy the interest
being payable in advance. Then, as you ask me to wait
another month for the repayment of the two roubles I have
already lent you, you owe me twenty kopecks more, which
makes a total of five and thirty. What, therefore, I have to
advance upon your watch is one rouble fifieen kopecks. Here
it is.”

“What! Is one rouble fifteen kopecks all you mean to give
me now ?”

“‘I'hat is all that is due to you.”

The ycung man took the money without further discussion,
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He looked at the old woman and was in no haste to depart.
He seemed anxious to say or do something more, but without
knowing exactly what.  “Perhaps 1 may be bringing you
some other article soon, Alena Ivanovna, a very pretty
cigar-case —a silver one— when I get it back from the friend
to whom I have lent it.” These words were uttered with much
embarrassment.

“ Well, we can talk about it then, datuckka.”

““ Goodbye. You are always alone—is your sister never with
you ?” asked he with as indifferent an air as he could assume,
as he entered the ante-room.

“ What have you to do with my sister, batuchka?’

“Nothing. I had no reason for asking. You will—well,
goodbye, Alena Ivanovna.”

Raskolnikoff made his exit in a perturbed state of mind. As
he went downstairs, he stopped from time to time, as if over-
come by violent emotion. When he had at length emerged
upon the street, he exclaimed to himself : “ How loathsome it
allist Can I, can I ever?—no, it is absurd, preposterous !”
added he mentally. “ How could such a horrible idea ever
enter my head? Could I ever be capable of such infamy?
It is odious, ignoble, repulsivel And yet for a whole
month—"

Words and exclamations, however, could not give full vent
to his agitation. The loathing sense of disgust which had
begun to oppress him on his way to the old woman’s house
had now become so intense that he longed to find some way of
escape from the torture. He reeled along the pavement like
a tipsy man, taking no notice of those who passed, but bump-
ing against them. On looking round he saw a dram-shop ncar
at hand ; steps led down from the footpath to the basement,
and Raskolnikofl saw two drunkards coming out at that
moment, leaning heavily on each other and exchanging
abusive language. The young man barely paused before he
descended the steps. He had never before entered such a
place, but he felt dizzy and was also suffering from intense
thirst. He had a craving for some beer, partly because he
attributed his weakness to an empty stomach. Seating himself
in a dark and dirty corner, in front of a filthy little table, he
called for some beer, and eagerly drank off a glass.

He felt instantly relieved, and his lrain began to clears
¢ }low absurd I have been |” said he to himself, * there was
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really nothing to make me uneasy! It was simply physical !
A glass of beer and a mouthful of biscuit were all that was
necessary to restore my strength of mind and make my thoughts
clear and resolution fixed. How paltry all this is!” Yet, in
spite of this disdainful conclusion, his face brightened as if he
had been suddenly relieved from a terrible weight, and he cast
a sociable glance round the room. At the same time he had
a confused suspicion that there was something artificial in this
momentary cheerfulness. There were but few people left in
the place then. A company of five musicians had followed the
drunken men already mentioned. When they had gone, it
seemed very quiet, for only three remained. A man partly
drunk, who looked like a small tradesman, was sitting with a
bottle of beer before him. By his side, a tall, stout man with
a white beard, enveloped in a great coat, was nodding on the
bench in a state of complete intoxication. From time to time
he would wake up and begin to snap his fingers, fling out his
arms, and slap his chest, though without rising from the bench
on which he was reclining. These movements accompanied
some foolish song, the words of which he would vainly
endeavour to recall :—

*For a year I caressed my wife

A whole year I ca-ressesed my wife »

Or—
“ In the Podiatcheskaia,
*Twas there I found again
But no one chimed in. His companion even received his
musical efforts in silence and with an air of dissatisfaction.
The third member of the company looked like a retired ofticial.
He sat by himself, from time to time raising his glass to his
lips and glancing round. He, too, seemed considerably
agitated.

CHAPTER 1II

) ASKOLNIKOFF was unaccustomed to crowds, and,
as we have said, he bhad been shunning all inter-
course with his fellow-creatures, especially of laie. At the
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present moment, however, he felt suddenly drawn to them.
A kind of revolution seemed to come over him, and the
social instinct reasserted its rights. Our hero, after aban-
doning himself for a whole month to the unhealthy fancies
engendered by solitude, was completely wearied of his isolation,
and longed to enjoy human society, if but for a moment.
Thus, though this dram-shop was so filthy, he had a certain
pleasure in ensconcing himself there. The master of the
establishment sat in another room, but appeared from time to
time in the public one. When his handsome top-boots lined
with red appeared on the threshold, they attracted instant
attention. He wore a paddiovka, a blacksatin waistcoat
horribly grease marked, and no neckcloth. His face seemed
to shine with oil. A lad of fourteen was seated at the counter,
and one still younger was serving the customers. The eat-
ables displayed in the window were slices of cucumber, black
biscuits, and small morsels of fish. A musty odour over-
hung the whole. The heat was stifling, and the atmosphere
so heavy with alcoholic vapours, that five minutes of it seemed
enough to intoxicate anyone.

Occasionally we come across strangers who interest us at
first sight, even before we have exchanged a word. This was
precisely the effect produced on Raskolnikoff by the individual
who looked like a retired official. When the young man
subsequently recalled this first impression, he set it down to
a presentiment. He never took his eyes off the official,
doubtless because the latter returned his gaze and seemcd
anxious to open a conversation. He looked indifferently,
and even somewhat haughtily, upon the other guests and on the
proprietor of the establishment; evidently they were too far
beneath him in education and the social scale for him to con-
descend to address #kem. This man, who was over fifty,
was of medium height and had a hale complexion. His
head was very bald, displaying only a few grey hairs. His
swollen cheeks, of a yellow or rather a greenish hue, betrayed
his intemperate habits, and under the drooping eyelids
sparkled a pair of smull eyes, somewhat red, but full of anima-
tion. The most stiik ng thing about his face was its expression,
of intelligence and eathusiasm, which alternated with a look
of insanity. He wore a tattered old dress-coat; and yet, by an
instinct of neatness, the only button that remained on it was
correctly buttoned. luside his nankeen waistcoat might be
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seen a smeared and tattered shirt-front. The absence of a
beard proclaimed him an official, but it must have been a long
time since he had shaved, for his cheeks were blue with a
somewhat thick growth of bristles. A touch of official
gravity was also evident in his manner, though at the present
moment he seemed suffering from emotion. He passed his
hands through his hair and sometimes buried his face in
them on the table, reckless of soiling his ragged cuffs. At
length he turned to Raskolnikoff and addressed him in a
loud decided tone: .

“Shall I be taking a liberty, sir, if I presume to enter into
conversation with you? My experienced eye enables me, in
spite of the simplicity of your dress, to discern in you an
educated man, and not a pillar of the dram-shop. I, myself,
have always attached great importance to education, when
united to substantial qualities. I belong to the #4in. Allow
me to introduce myself as Marmeladoft, a titular councillor.
May 1 ask whether you are in the service ?”

“No, I am studying,” replied the young man, slightly
‘surprised by this courteous language, and yet annoyed at find-
ing himself thus abruptly addressed by a stranger. Though he
had fclt in a sociable vein for the last quarter of an hour, the
vexation which he usually felt when a stranger attempted to
accost him instantly revived.

“‘I'hen you are or have been a student ? ” returned the offic’al
promptly. “ I thought as much! My instincts are unfailing,
sir, and founded on long experience !” He touched his fore-
head with his finger, to indicate his own estimate of his capacity,
and continued : “ You have studied | But allow me—"

And rising, glass in hand, he changed his seat to one near
the young man. Though intoxicated, he spoke distinctly and
with tolerable coherence. To see him thus fasten on Raskol-
nikoff as a prey, it might have been supposed that he, too, had
not opened his lips for a month.

“Sir,” declared he with a certain solemnity, “it is true that
poverty is no vice. I am aware that neither is intemperance
a virtue—more’s the pity ! But indigence is a vice, sir. You
may be poor, and yet retain your natural pride ; but, when you
are indigent, you retain nothing. An indigent man is not
driven out of society with a stick, but with a broom, which is
far more humiliating. Yet society is justified, for the indigent
man is the first to degrade hiwself. IHere you see the origin



CRIME AND PUNISHMENT. 15

of these dram-shops! One month ago, sir, my wife was
beaten 'y Mr. Lebeziatnikoff. Now, cannot you understand
how the fact of my wife being struck wounded me in my most
sensitive point? Allow me, out of pure curiosity, to ask you
another question. Have you ever passed a night on the Neva,
in a hay-barge ?”

“No, I never have,” returned Raskolnikoff. ¢ Why? "

“Well, that is where I have been sleeping the last five
nights.”

He filled his glass, drank it off, and began to muse. Bits
of hay were to be seen clinging here and there to his clothes,
and even to his hair, and he looked as if he had neither
undressed nor washed for the last five days. His large red
hands, with their grimy nails, looked especially dirty. The
whole room was listening, though somewhat careless'y. The
lads behind the counter laughed. The master had come down
to the base: ent, on purpose, no doubt, to hear this * whimsical
fellow.” He had taken a seat at some distance, and was
yawning with a consequential air. Evidently, Marmeladoff
was a familiar presence there. He probably frequented it for
the purpose of talking to those he met. This habit becomes
a necessity to some drunkards, especially those who find them-
selves harshly treated by severe wives at home ; they try to
make up for the consideration they miss on their own hearth by
seeking it from their boon-companions.

““ A whimsical fellow !” said the owner of the dram-shop in
a loud voice. “But if you are an official, how comes it you
do not work or serve ?”

“\Why do I not serve?” returncd Marmeladoff, addressing
himself exclusively to Raskolnikoff, as if the question had come
from him,—‘“why do I not serve? Is not my uselessnessa
source of annoyance to myself? When Mr. Lebeziatnikoff beat
my wife with his own hands a month ago, and I witnessed the
scene, dead-drunk, did I not suffer then? Allow me to ask,
young man, whether you ever—ever asked for a loan without
the faintest hope?”

“Yes—that is to say, what do you mean by the term without
hope?”

“1 mean, knowing perfectly beforehand that you will get
nothing. For instance, you feel certain that this man, this
uscful and well-meaning citizen, will lend you no money—for,
pray, why should he? He knows it will never be repaid.
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Will pity lead him to do it? Mr. Lebeziatnikoff, who is up to
all the ideas of our day, explained lately that pity is now
actually prohibited by science, an opinion current in England,
the headquarters of political economy.” Why should this man
lend you money, Irepeat? You are sure he will not, and yet
you set out—’

“Why go, then, under such cxrcumstances?” broke in
Raskolnikoff.

‘ Because you feel that you must go somew here—you are at
your wits’ end. -The time comes when a man makes up his
mind, willingly or unwillingly, to any step. When my only
daughter went to have her name entered on the police register
I was obliged to go too (for she has a yellow ticket), ” added
he, parenthetically, looking rather anxiously at the young
man.

“I don’t tmuble myself about that, sir, not at-all,” he hastened
to declare with apparent composure, while the two lads behind
the counter could scarcely refrain their laughter, and the
master himself smiled. “What does it signify? Litile do I
care for their tossing their heads, for everyone knows it, and
there is no keeping things secret; 1 do not regard the matter
with contempt, but with resignation. Welll well ! Zece homo/
Allow me, young man : can you or dare you fix your eyes on
me now and deny that I am a sot?”

The young man made no reply.

The orator waited with an air of dignity till the laughter pro-
voked by his last worls had subsided, and then resumed,
“Well, I may be a sot, but she is a lady ! I hear the mark of
the beast, but my wife, Catherine Ivanovna, is a cultivated
person, and the daughter of an officer of high standing. I may
be a queer sort of fellow, I allow, but my wife is an educated
woman, with a fine mind and a large heart. And yet—if she
would but have pity on me! Oh, sir, every man seeks for
compassion somewhere.  Catherine Ivanovna, with all her
elevation of soul, is unjust—and though I know well that, when
she plucks me by the hair, it is all owing to the interest she
takes in me—for she does pluck me by the hair, young man,”
insisted he, with increased dignity on hearing a renewed out-
burst of laughter—¢ still, if she would but—  But no, no, it is
useliss to talk of it ! I have never once obtained my wish; not
once has she shown me any compassion, but—it is all my
character, I am a real brute {*
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“T believe you!” observed the owner of the house with a .
yawn,

Marmeladoff struck the table with his fist. “Such is my
character. Would you believe, sir, that I have actually drunk
her stockings. I say nothing about her shoes, for that is cre-
dible enough—but even her stockings! I drank her little angora
shawl toe, a present that had been made her, hers before she
ever married me, and thus her own property, not mine! We
live in a cold room, and she has caught a chill this winter, and
begun to cough and spit blood. We have three young children,
and Catherine Ivanovna works from morning till night, wash-
ing clothes and keeping the little ones tidy, for she has always
been accustomed to see everything clean. Unfortunately, she
has a delicate chest and is consumptive, and it grieves me.
Don't I feel it! The more I drink, the more I feel it. I give
myself up to drink on purpose to feel and suffer the more. I
drink in order to redouble my sufferings!” And he laid his
head on the table with an expression of despair.

“ Young man,” resumed he when he again raised it,. “I
think I can read trouble in your countenance. As soon as you
entered, I received that impression, and that was why,I
addressed you. If I tell you the story of my life, it is not in
order to incur the ridicule of these idlers, who have heard it
all before, but because I seek the sympathy of an educated
man. Let me tell you that my wife was brought up at an
aristocratic boarding-school in the provinces, and that when
she left she danced about in her shawl before the governor and
other officials, so great was her delight at obtaining the gold
medal and a diploma. As to the medal, we sold it a long
time since ; but my wife still keeps the diploma in a box, and
she showed it only the other day to our landlady. Though
sheisalways at daggers drawn with the woman, she was pleased
to be able to show her tokens of former good fortune to some-
one. I cannot wonder at it, for it is all over now, and her sole
pleasure is to recall bygone days! Yes, she has a grand,
proud, indomitable soul. She will scrub her own floor and eat
black bread, but she insists on being treated with proper
respect. She would not stand Mr. Lebeziatnikoft's rudeness,
and so, when he beat her, in order to avenge himself for the
set-down she gave him, she was forced to take to her bed, feeling
the insult to het dignity far more than the blows she had
received. .
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“Yhen I married her she was a widow with three tiny
children. Her first husband was an infantry officer, with whom
she had made a run-away match. She was greatly attached to
him, but he took to gambling, came into collision with the
authorities, and died. He took to beating her at last. I have
heard from a reliable source that they were not always on the
best of terms, but that does not prevent her from still bedews
ing his memory with tears, and constantly instituting com-
parisons between him and myself, which 7 find by no means
flattering. I am quite pleased, all the same, that she should
imagine her former life to have been a happy one. After her
husband’s death she found herself alone with three young
children in a wild and remote part of the country. It was there
that I met her. Such was her destitution that even I, who have
seen so much, cannot attempt to describe it. None of her
relations would have anything to do with her, nor would her
pride have allowed her to appeal to their compassion.
Then I, sir, I, who had also been leit a widower with a
daughter of fourteen, offercd my hand to this poor creature out
of compassion for her sufferings.

“Though she had come of such a good family, and been so
well educated, she consented to marry me, and by that ycu
may gauge her misery. She received my offer with tears and
sobs, and wrung her hands, but she accepted it, for she had
nowhere to go to. Can you understand, sir, what it means to
have nowhere to go to? You don’t? Don't realise that yet?
Well, I treated her properly for a whole year, never touching
this (here he pointed to the half-bottle before him), for my
feelings were honourable. But I earned nothing. I had lost
my situation meanwhile, without any fault of my own ; changes
in the administration led to my office being abolished, and
then I took to drink !

It was after about eighteen months of disappointments and
peregrinations that we settled down in this magnificent capital,
so rich in monuments. Here I succeeded in finding fresh
occupation, but again lost my place. It was my own fault this
time, and brought about by my love of the bottle. We occupy
a room now belonging to Amalia Fedorovna Lippevechzel ; but
how we live, or how we pay, is more than I can tell. There
are many lodgers besides ourselves. The house is a perfect
bear-garden. Meanwhile, my daughter by my first marriage
was growing up. I prefer to pass over what she had to suffer
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at her stepmother’s hands. Catherine Ivanovna, though full
of magnanimous sentiments, is an irascible lady, unable to con-
trol her.anger. Well, it is no good talking of that! Sonia,as
you may suppose, has not been highly educated. Four years
ago I endeavoured to instruct her in geography and universal
history, but as I never knew much about them myself and had
no good manual at my disposal, her studies did not go very far.
We stopped at Cyrus, King of Persia. Later on, when she
was grown up, she read a few novels. Mr. Lebeziatnikoff lent
her Ludwig’s Physiology, not long ago—are you acquainted
with the work? She found it very interesting, and even read
us a few passages aloud. This is all the intellectual culture
she has had.

“And now, sir, let me ask you frankly, how is a poor re-
spectable girl to make a living? Unless she has any special
talent, she can but earn fifteen kopecks a day, and to do this
she must not waste a single minute. What am I talking of ?
Sonia made half-a-dozen linen shirts for a member of the
Council—Ivan Ivanovitch Klosstock—whom you may know
by name; well, she has not only never been paid for them, but
was actually expelled from the house, with abusive language,
under the pretext that she had made a wrong measurcment
of the neck. Meanwhile the children were starving, and
Catherine Ivanovna walked up and down the room wringing
her hands, with hectic spots on her cheeks, as usual in those
suffering from her complaint. ‘You idle thing!’ exclaimed she,
‘are you not ashamed to live here and do nothing? All you do
is to eat, eat and drink, and keep yourself warm !’ You may
well ask what the poor girl could have had to eat and drink,
when the children even had not had a crust of bread. I was
lying down—I may as well say—diunk. I heard my Sonia’s
sweet voice say gently (she is fair, and always looks pale
and delicate), ‘But, Catherine Ivanovna, how could I do
that?’

“I must tell you that Daria Frantzovna, a bad woman, well
known to the police, had already made overtures to her thrice,
through our landlady. ‘What,’ returned Catherine Ivanovna
ironically, ‘you must have a fine treasure indeed to preserve it
so jealously!” Do not accuse her, sir, do not; she did not
know what she was saying ; she was ill a:d harasscd, and saw
her children crying with hunger, and her words were meant
rather to vex Sonia than to drive her to evil ways. Catherine
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Ivanovna is always like that ; as soon as she hears her children
cry, she begins to beat them, even when they are crying with
hunger. It was then past five o’clock ; I saw Sonetchka rise,
put on her burnous, and leave the house. At eight o’clock she
returned, and, going straight up to Catherine Ivanovna, laid
thirty roubles in silver upon the table before her without saying
a word. Then she took our large green woollen handkerchief,
which serves for all the family, wrapped it round her head and
lay down on her bed with her face to the wall, but her shoulders
and whole frame kept quivering. I was still in the same con-
dition. At that moment, young man, I saw Catherine Ivanovna
move and kneel down in silence by Sonetchka’s little bed;
there she knelt the whole night long, kissing my daughter’s feet
and refusing to stir. At last the two fell asleep in each other’s
arms ; yes, the two of them, and there I still lay, stupefied.”

Marmeladoff paused, as if his voice would serve him no
longer ; then he suddenly filled his glass again, emptied it, and
after a while resumed :—* Since then, sir, owing to an unfortu-
nate occurrence and a denunciation emanating from malicious
persons, in which Daria Frantzovna was principally concerned,
attempting to avenge herself for some pretended want of re-
spect, my daughter, Sophia Semenovna, has been entered on
the register, which obliged us to shift our quarters. Our land-
lady, Amalia Fedorovna, showed herself inflexible on this
point, forgetting that she herself had first favoured the intrigues
of Daria Frantzovna. Mr. Lebeziatnikoff joined her—well,
ahem !—it was with reference to Sonia that Catherine Ivanovna
and he had the quarrel to which I have just referred. He paid
Sonetchka great attentions at first, but his self-esteem soon
took alarm. ‘How can an enlightened man like myself live in
the same house with a creature of that sort?’ said he. Catherine
Ivanovna promptly took up the cudgels in Sonia’s behalf, and
the matter ended in actual blows. My daughter generally
comes to see us at nightfall now, and does all she can to assist
Catherine Ivanovna. She lodges with Rapernasumoff, a lame,
stuttering tailor.

He has a large family, and they all stutter like himself. His
wife, too, has an impediment in her speech. They all live in
one room, only Sonia has her own corner separated off by a
partition. Well, ahem ! they are very poor, and all afflicted
with this stutter. Well then, one morning I got up and donned
my tattered garments ; I raised my hands to heaven, and went
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to his Excellency Ivan Afanasievitch. Do you know his Ex-
cellency Ivan Afanasievitch? No? Well, then, you miss the
acquaintance of a good man. He is worthy to stand in the
presence of the Lord. He deigned to listen to my story from
beginning to end, and tears came into his eyes. ¢ Well, Marme-
ladoff)’ said he, ‘you have disappointed me once—I will give
you another trial and take you on my own responsibility,’—
that was his very expression—‘try to profit by this warning.
You may go now !’ T kissed the very dust on his feet—men-
tally, of course, for he would not have allowed me to do it in
reality ; he is a man far too advanced in modern ideas to re-
ccive any homage of that kind. But, good heavens ! what a
reception they gave me at home when I announced that I was
reinstated in the service and about to receive a salary.”

Here Marmeladoff became again overpowcred by emotion.
The vault was at that moment invaded by a troop of half-tipsy
men. A hurdy-gurdy was heard at the door, and the shriil
voice of a child of seven, singing “The Little Farm.” The
scene became noisy ; the master and his assistants turned to
attend to the fresh arrivals. Marmeladoff paid no heed, but
went on with his story, becoming more and more communi-
cative the deeper he drank. A beam of joy overspread his
countenance as he dwelt on his recent reinstatement. Raskol-
nikoff was listening attentively. )

“That was five weeks ago, sir. Yes—and when Catherine
Ivanovna and Sonetchka heard the news, why, bless me, I felt
in the seventh heaven. Once, it used to be nothing but abuse:
‘Go and lie down, you brute !’ But now they walked on tiptoe
and kept the children quiet: ¢ Hush, Simon Zakharitch has
returned from his office tired, he must have his rest!’ They
gave me a cup of coffee with cream in it before I left the house.
Real cream, just think of that! And how in the world they
scraped together eleven roubles fifty kopecks to replenish my
wardrobe, I can’t think. They fitted me out from top to toe,
finding me boots, a uniform, and shirt-fronts made of good
calico ; everything was in splendid condition, and it cost them
eleven roubles and a-half. Six days ago, I brought the
whole of my first earnings to my wife, twenty-three roubles
and forty kopecks, and my wife pinched my cheek and called
me a dear. ‘What a dear you are !’ said she (when we were
by oursclves, you understand). But was not that prctty of
her2®

C
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Marmeladoff stopped and tried to smile, but his chin
quivered. He succeeded, however, in suppressing his emotion.
Raskolnikoff did not know what to make of this drunkard, who
had left home for five days and been sleeping in the hay-
barges, and yet cherished a morbid attachment to his family.
The young man was listening with all his ears, but 1t made him
feel uncomfortable, and he was vexed with himself for having
entered this place.

“QOh, sir, sirl” implored Marmeladoff, “may be, like the
rest, you think all this ludicrous ; may be I only weary you by
relating all these foolish and wretched details of my domestic
existence, but they are not amusing in my eyes, they stab me
to the heart. During the whole of that happy day, I was
building castles in the air; I was drcaming how I might re-
organise our life, find clothes for the children, enable my wife
to get a little rest, and raise my only daughter out of the mire,
How many plans I made! Well, sir” (here Marmeladoff
shuddered, raised his head and lcoked his audience in the
face), ‘“the very next morning, just five days ago,—after
cherishing all these dieams, I stole, actually sfo/z Catherine
Ivanovna’s keys, and took from her box all the money that
remained from what I had given her. How much was there
left? I cannot remember. I left home five days ago, and they
don’t know what has become of me ; I have lost my situation,
I left my uniform in a dram-shop near the Egipetsky bridge,
and received this cast-off suit in exchange—it is all up with me
now ! ” :

Here Marmeladoff struck his forehead, set his teeth, and,
closing his eyes, leaned on the table. In ancther minute how-
ever, his expression suddenly changed, and, looking at Raskol-
nikoff with assumed cynicism, he said with alaugh: “I went
to Sonia to-day and asked her to give me something to drink !
Ha, ha, ha!”

“ And did she give it you?” cried one of the party that had
just entered, with a hoarse-laugh.

“It was her money that paid for this half-bottle,” replied
Marmeladoff, addressing himself exclusively to Raskolnikoff.
“ She looked out thirty kopecks and gave them me with her
own hands ; it was all she had, I saw. She said nothing, but
only gave me a look, a heavenly look, such as angels have
when they weep over the faults of us men, but condemn us not !
It is worse than being scolded! Thirty kopecks! And she
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must be wanting them herself. What do you say, dear sir?
She 1s obliged to attend to her appearance. That tnimness
which is indispensable to her calling, cannot be kept up for
nothing. You understand me? She must buy pomade, and
starched petticoats, and pretty little boots to set off her feet
when she has to stride across a puddle. Do you understand
the importance of this neatness, sir? Well, and here I, her
father by natural rights, have taken these thirty kopecks from
her on purpose to spend them in drink ! I am drinking them
now! They are all gone  Ah, who could take pity on such
aman! Can you sympathise with me still, sir? Speak |—do
you pity me or do you not? Ha, ha, ha!” Iie was about te
pour himsclf out another glass, when he perceived that his
half-bottle was already empty.

“And why should anyone have pity on you?” cried the
tavern-keeper. )

There was an outburst of laughter, mingled with opprobrium,
Those who had not heard the ex-official's words were ready to
join in the chorus at the mere sight of him. Marmeladoff
seemed only to have awaited the tavern-keeper’s exclamation
to give the reins to his eloquence. He rose abruptly, and
extended his arms,

“Why should anyone have pity on me? ” rejoined he, in an
excited tone. “Why? say you. You are right, there is no
reason why they should. The proper thing is to crucify me,
nail me to the cross, and show no pity! Crucify me, judge,
but pity me as you do it! 1 will go to mieet my punishment,
for I thirst not for pleasure, but for sufferings and tears. Do
you think, publican, that your half-bottle has given me any
pleasure? It was sadness, sadness and tears, that 1 sought
and tasted at the bottom of this flagon ; but He who has had
pity on all men and sees all hearts, will have pity on us; He
alone is Judge. At the last day He will come and ask,  Where
is the girl who had compassion on her earthly father, and did
not turn away in disgust from the habitual drunkard? Where
is the girl who sacrificed herself to an unkind consumptive
stepmother, and chiidren who were not her own flesh and
blood?’ And He will say : ¢ Come, I have forgiven thee once,
once already, and now all thy sins are remitt.d, because thou
hast loved much.” He will forgive my Sonia, He will forgive
her, I know. I felt convinced of it when I was with her just
now. We shall all be judged by Him, and He will forgive us

Cca
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all: the evil and the good, the wise and the gentle. And
when He has finished with the rest, our turn will come too:
¢ Draw nigh,” He will say to us, ¢ Draw nigh, ye drunkards, ye
cowards, ye dissolute men.’ And we shall draw nigh without
trembling. And then He will say unto us: “Ye are sots! Ye
liear the mark of the beast on your foreheads, yet come unto
Me.’ And the wise and intelligent will say: ¢ Lord, wherefore
dost thou receive these?’ And He will answer: ‘I receive
them, O ye wise and intelligent men, because not one of them
thought himself worthy this favour.” And then He will hold
out His arms, and we shall throw ourselves into them; and we
shall burst into tears ; and then we shall understand everything.
All the world will understand, and Catherine Ivanovna also.
Thy kingdom come, O Lord !”

He fell back on the bench exhausted without looking at
anyone, as if he had lost all consciousness of his surroundings,
and became lost in a deep reverie. His words had produced
a certain impression. The noise ceased for a moment, but the
laugh and invective soon began again.

“ Powerfully argued 1”

“The old dotard ! ”

“The bureaucrat !” and so on.

“ Let us be going, sir,” said Marmeladoff, abruptly, raising
his head and addressing Raskolnikoff. “Take me home to
Kozel’s, in the court. It is time I went back to Catherine
Ivanovna.”

The young man had been wishing to move for some time,
and had already thought of making himself useful to Marmela-
doff. The legs of the latter were far more unsteady than his
voice, and he leaned heavily on his companion. They had
three or four hundred paces to go. As the drunkard ap-
proached his domicile, he seemed to grow more and more
uneasy.

“It is not Catherine Ivanovna that I am afraid of now,”
stammered he, in his emotion, “1 know she will begin by
plucking my hair ; but what is my hair? It does not matter,
nay, it is even better for me that she should do it; I don't
mind that, but I feel so afraid of—of—her eyes, and the red
patches on her cheeks. I am afraid, too, of hearing her-
breathing. Have you ever noticed how people with Ler com-
plaint breathe when they are greatly agitated? I am afraid of
hearing the children cry, too; for, unless Sonia has found them
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something to eat, I don’t know how they can have had any
food, I really don’t! But as to blows, 1 care nothing for them.
I may tell you, sir, that, in fact, far from hurting me, I actually
enjoy those blows; could not do without them ; they do me
good. Let her beat me and ease her mind. But here we are
at Kozel’s. He is a wealthy German locksmith, and owns this
house. Come with me "

They crossed the courtyard, and began to ascend to the
fourth floor. It was close on eleven, and though at that
season there was, strictly speaking, no night at St. Petersburg,
yet the higher they ascended the darker the staircase became,
till it ended in complete obscurity. The smoky little door
which opened on to the landing stood open. A lighted candle-
end revealed a miserable room, about ten feet long. This was
completely commanded by the corridor, and looked in the
greatest disorder, children’s clothes lying about everywhere.
A ragged piece of stuff was hung so as to curtain off one of the
corners furthost from the door, and behind it probably stood
the bed. ‘I he room contained nothing but two chairs and a
wretched sofa covered with oilcloth, which stood in tront of an
old deal table, bare and unvarnished. On the table was
placed an iron candlestick, in which the candle had mnearly
burned down. Marmeladoff had his own lair, not ina corner,
but the passage. The door leading to the rooms occupied by
Amalia Lippevechzel's other lodgers stood partly open.  Some
of these were noisy; they were probably playing cards and
drinking tea. Cries were heard, peals of laughter, and some-
times bad language.

Raskolnikoff recognised Catherine Ivanovna at once. She
was of a fair height, and had a slight and tolerably good
figure, but looked very ill in the face. Her chestnut hair was
still beautiful, but, as Marmeladoff had said, there were red
patches on her cheek-bones. She was pacing up and down her
tiry room with parched lips, pressing her hands to her chest.
Her breathing was short and very uneven. Her eyes sparkled
with a feverish brilliancy, but their gaze was hard and fixed.
A painful impression was produced by this hectic, agitated
countenance as seen by the expiring light of the candle.
Raskolnikoff judged Catherine Ivanovna to be not more than
thirty ; she was, indeed, much younger than her husband. She
did not notice the arrival of tiie two men ; she seemed to have
lost all taculty for sight or sound. A stifling closeness per-
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vaded the room, and pestilential fumes were wafted up the
staircase ; yet she neither thought of opening the window nor
closing the outer door ; the inner door stood ajar, admitting a
dense cloud of tobacco-smoke which caused her to cough, but
which she made no effort to exclude.

The youngest girl, a child of six, was sitting on the floor
asleep, with her head resting against the couch ; the little boy,
one year her senior, was tremboling and crying in a corner,
having apparently just been beaten. The eldest child, a tall
thin girl of six, wore a tattered chemise; over her bare
shoulders was thrown an old woollen burnons bought for her
seemingly two years ago, for it barely reached to her knees
now.

Standing in the corner by her little brother’s side, she had
passed her long thin arm round his neck, and was whispering
to him, no doubt trying to quiet him. At the same time she
kept a timid gaze fixed on her mother.  The large dark eyes,
dilated by fear, lookcd even larger on her thin little face.
Marmeladoff knelt down by the door instead of entering the
room, but signalled to Raskolnikoff to advance. At the sight
of a stranger the woman paused absently in front of him, and
attempted for a minute to explain the apparition. “ Whatis
this man -doing here ?” said she to hers:lf. But presently she
imagined him to be on his way to some other lodger, there
being a pas-age throush the Marmeladoffs’ room. So she was
about to open the coor of communication without paying any
further attention to the stranger, when a sudden shriek escaped
her ; she had just caught sight of her husband kneeling out-
side.

“So you have come back ! ” cried she, in a voice tremulous
with anger. “Vllain! Monster! But where is the money?
Let me see, what have you in your pocket? These are not
your own clothes! What have you done with them? What
has become of the money? Speak!” She proceeded to
search his pock ts. Marmeladoff, far from resisting, at once
stretched cut his arms to facilitate her operations. He had
not a single kopeck on him.  “ But where can the money be
gone?” cried she. “ Good heavens, is it possible that he can
ll;a.ve :irunk it all! There were twelve roubles left in the

ox !

She seized her husband by the hair in a suddcen fury, and
drag_:ed him into the room. Marmeladolf’s patience did not
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forsake him, he followed his wife with docility, crawling after
her on his knees. “I like it! It does not pain me, I enjoy
it, sir!” cried he, as Catherine Ivanovna shook his head
violently ; he actuuly knocked it himself against the floor
once. The child who hali fallen asleep there, woke and began
to whimper. The little boy who was standing in the corner
could not bear the sight. He began to shudder and scream,
and darted to his sister. His terror was so great that he
scemed almost convulsive. The eldest girl was trembling like
an aspen.

“It is all gone in drink, every kopeck !” vociferated
Catherine Ivanovna in despair, “and he has even parted
with his clothes ! They are hungry, starving!” said she, as
she wrung her hands and pointed to the children. “ And you,
sir,” said she, turning suddenly upon Raskolnikoff, “are you
not ashamed to come he e straight from the dram-shop?
You have been drinking with him, have you not? ‘Then
begone ! ”

The young man did not wait for a second command, but
retired without uttering a word. The inner door flew wide
open, and in the doorway appeared the brazen, scoffing,
curious faces of several of the lodgers. They wore round caps,
and smoked either pipes or cigarettes. Some of them were
clad in dres-ing-gowns, others in airy costumes verging on
~ indecency ; some held their cards in their hand. What amused

and delighted them most was to hear Marmeladoff scream when
he was dragged by the hair. The lodgers were already be-
ginning to crowd into the room, when an irritated voice was
suddenly raised ; it procecded from Ama'ia Lippevechrel
herself, who forced her way through, to restore ordcr after her
own fashion. She told the poor woman for the hundrelth
time that she would have to clear out next morning. This notice
was naturally given in the most insulting terms. Raskolnikoff
had in his pocket the change out of the rouble he nad
put down in the dram-shop. Before leaving, he took out a
handful of coppers, and laid them on the window-sill
without attracting notice. As soon as he. was on the stair-
case, he repented his generosity, and felt half inclined to turn
" back.
“ How absurd of me,” thought he, “ when they have Sonia
and I have no one.” But he told himself that he could not
take back the money, and would not if he could. This reflec-
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tion decided him to go forward. “Sonia requires pomade,”
continued he to himself as he walked along the street: ‘her
charms cannot be maintained without money—ahem! She
does not seem to have had much luck to-day. Hunting man
is like hunting game— you must run your chance of coming
home empty-handed. They would be in great straits to-morrow
without that money of mine! Ah, well, Sonia, they have
found you a good milch-cow, and they know how to turn you
to profit. It does not trouble them now, they are used to it.
They shed a few crocodile tears at the first, and then made up
their minds to it. Man is a coward, and can get accustomed
to anything !”

Here Raskolnikoff began to muse. “Well !if I am wrong,”
exclaimed he presently, “if man is not necessarily a coward, he
shoulk,i' trample on every fear and prejudice that stand in his
way

CHAP ' ER 1IIIL

HE next morning Rasholnikoff awoke late, after disturbed
and unrefreshing slumbers. He felt very cross and glanced
angrily round his room. It was a tiny place, not more than
six feet in length, and its dirty buff paper hung in shreds,
*giving it a most miscrable aspect; besides which, the ceiling
was so low that a tall man would have felt in danger of
bumping his head. The furniture was quite in harmony with
the room, consisting of three old rickety chairs, a painted
table in one corner, on which lay books and papers thick with
dust (showing how long it was since they had been touched),
and, finally, a large and very ugly sofa with ragged covers
This sofa, which filled nearly half the room, served Raskol-
nikoff as a bed. He often lay down on it in his clothes,
without any sheets, covering himself with his old student’s
coat, and using intead of a pillow a little cushion, which he
raised by keeping under it all his clean or dirty linen. Before
the sofa stood a small table.
Raskolnikoff’s misanthropy did not take offence at the dirty
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state of his den. Human faces had grown so distasefu! to him,
that the very sight of the servant whose business it was to
clean the rooms produced a feeling of exasperation. To such
a condition may monomaniacs come by continually brooding
over one idea. For the last fortnight, the landlady had ceased
to supply her lodger with provisions, and he had not yet
thought of demanding an explanation. Nastasia, who had to
cook and clean for the whole house, was not sorry to see the
lodger in this state of mind, as it diminished her labours : she
had quite given up tidying and dusting his room ; the utmost
she did was to come and sweep it once a week. She it was
who was arousing him at this moment.

“Come, get up, why are you sleeping so late ?” she ex-
claimed. “Itisnine o’clock. I have brought up some tea,
will you take a cup? How pale you look !”

Raskolnikoff opened his eyes, shook himself, and recognised
Nastasia. “ Has the landlady sent me this tea? ” asked he,
making a painful effort to sit up.

“ Not much chance of that |” And the servent placed before
him her own teapot, in which there was still some tea left,
and laid two small lumps of brownish sugar on the table.

“ Here, Nastasia, take this, please.” said Raskolnikoff,
fumbling in his pocket and drawing out a handful of small
change (for he had again lain down in his clothes), “and fetch
me a white roll.  Go to the pork-shop as well, and buy me a
bit of cheap sausage.”

“I will bring you the roll in a minute, but had you not
better take some c//cks* instead of the sausage? We make it
here, and itis capital. I kept some for you last night, but it
was so late before you came in| You will find it very good.”
She went to fetch the ck#/i, and, when Raskolnikoff had
begun to eat, she seated herself on the sofa beside him and
commenced to chatter, like a true country-girl as she was.
“ Prascovia Paulovna means to report you to the police,” said
she.

The young man’s brow clouded. “To the police?
Why ?”

“ Because you don’t pay and won’t go. That’s why.”

“The deuce !” growled he between his teeth, “that is the
finishing-stroke ; it comes at a most unfortunate juncture.

* Cabbage soup.
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She is a fool,” added he aloud. “I shall go and talk to her to-
morrow.” o

“ She is, of course, just as much of a fool as I am ; but why
do you, who are so intelligent, lie here doing nothing? How
is it you never seem to have money for anything now? You
used to give lessons, I hear; how is it ycu do nothing
now »”’

“I am engaged on something,” returned Raskolnikoff
drily and half-reluctantly. )

“On what ?”

“Some work—"

% What sort of work?”

“ Thinking,” replied he gravely, after a short silence,

Nastasia was convulsed. She was of a merry disposition,
but her laughter was always noiseless, an internal convulsion
which made her actually writhe with pain. ‘“And does
your thinking bring you any money? ” asked she, as soon as
she could manage to speak.

“Well! I can't give lessons when I have no boots to go out
in? Besides, I despise them.”

“Take care lest you suffer for it.”

“There is so little to be made by giving lessons! What can
one do with a few kopecks?” said he in an irritable tone,
rather to himself than the servant,

*So you wish to make your fortune at one stroke?”

He looked at her rather strangely, and was silent for a
moment. “Yes, my fortune,” rejoined he impressively.

“ Hush ! you frighten me, you look terrible. Shall I go and
fetch you a roll ? ”

¢ Just as you like.”

“Wait a minute. I was forgetting to tell you that a letter
came while you were out.” '

¢ A letter for me? From whom?”

¢ How should I know? I gave three kopecks out of my own -
pocket to the postman. I suppose I did right ?”

* Bring it, for the love of Heaven, bring it at once !” cried
Raskolnikoff, in the greatest agitation. “Good Lord!” In
another minute the letter was put into his hands. It was as he
thought ; it came from his mother, and bore the R post-
mark. As he received it, he turned pale. He had received
no tidings from home for a long while; but it was something
else that smote him so suddenly. “ And now, Nastasia, pray
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begone! Take your three kopecks, and for the love of Heaven
begone ! ”

The letter was trembling in his fingers ; he did not choose to
opeu 1t in Nastasia's presence, but was waiting for her to go
that he might read it. As soon as he found himself alone, he
put the envelope to his lips and kissed it. Then he began to
examine the address ; he recognised the familiar handwriting ;
the fine and somewhat sloping characters were those of his
mother, who had once taught him to read and write. He
hesitated, and seemed almost to shrink from opening it. At
length he broke the seal and found a long letter, two large
sheets completely filled.

“ My dear Rodia,” began the mother, I have not written to
you now for more than two months, and have been so dis-
tressed about it that it has oficn kept me awake at nights.
Still I feel sure you will forgive my involuntary silence. You
know how I love you. Dounia and I feel that you are all-in-
all to us; our hope and future happiness are bound up in
yours. What did I not suffer on learning that you had been
obliged to leave the University some months ago for lack of
means, and that you were without any teaching or resources of
any kind! How was it possible for me to assist you when I
had nothing but my yearly pension of one hundred and twenty
roubles? The fifteen roubles which I sent you four months
ago were advanced me, as you know, by one of the tradesmen
here, Athanasius Ivanovitch Vakrouchin, a good man, who
was a friend of your father’s; but, as I had signed a paper
authorising him to claim my pension, it was impossible for me
to send you anything till this was repaid, and I have only just
been able to do it.

“ Now, thank God, I find myself in circumstances to send
you a little more. I must hasten to make you acquainted
with the happy change in our fortunes, and must first tell
you what you are not yet aware of, that your sister has been
living with me for the last six weeks and intends to remain
with me. Her tortures, Heaven be praised, have come to an
end ; but to begin from the beginning, for I should like you to
know everything that we have been concealing from you
hitherto. You wrote me word two months ago that you had
heard of Dounia’s uncomfortable situation with the Svidri-
gailoffs, and you asked for further particulars. What reply
could I make at the time? If I had told you all, you would
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have thrown up everything and come to us, even if you had to
do it on foot, for I know that with your disposition and feelings
you could not have endured the thoughts of your sister
being insulted. I myself was in despair, but what could I do?
Nor did I at that time know the whole state of the case.
Unhappily, Dounetchka, on accepting a situation as governess
in this family last year, had received a hundred roubles in
advance, to be deducted monthly from the salary due to her;
consequently she was obliged to remain till this debt was dis-
charged.

“She had asked for ‘this advance (as I may tell you now,
dearest Rodia) mainly in order to send you the sixty roubles
of which at that time you stood in such urgent need, and
which you received from us last year. We deceived you then
by writing that Dounetchka’s little savings had furnished the
sum. It was a falsehood ; but now I may tell you the truth,
that you may know what God has done for us, and how loving
and true-hearted Dounia is. Mr. Svidrigailoff began by
behaving very rudely to her, constantly making sarcastic and
insulting remarks at table. But why should 1 dilate on pain-
ful details which can only vex you uselessly, since it is all over
now? Dounetchka was kindly treated by Marfa Petrovna,
Svidrigailofi’s wife, and by the rest of the family, but she had a
great deal to bear, especially when Mr. Svidrigailoff, who had
acquired the habit of drinking in the army, was under the
influence of Bacchus. Had that but been all! But under
his apparent rudeness and contempt, the wretch concealed a
passion for Dounia !

“At length he threw off the mask by making dis-
honourable proposals, trying, by various promiscs, to seduce
her, and declaring himself prepared to leave his house and
famly and take her to live in some other village or even
country. You may imagine Dounia’s distress. It was not
merely the pecuniary part of the business, to which I have
already referred, which prevented her from resigning her
situation on the spot ; she feared lest she should arouse Marfa
Petrovna’s suspicions, and thus introduce an element of dis-
cord into the household. The dénouement, however, came
unawares. Marfa Petrovna happened to surprise her hus-
band in the garden entreating Dounia to fly with him, and,
misconstruing all, accused her of being the cause of everything.
There was a dreadful scene. Marfa Pctrovna cven struck
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Dounia and refused to hear a word, reproaching her for a full
hour. Finally, she ordered Dounia to be immediately sent
back to me in a common peasant's cart, in which were flung all
her things, not packed, but all of a heap. Then there came
on a pouring rain, and Dounia, thus insulted and shamed, had
to ride with a peasant the whole seventeen versts in an un-
covered cart.

“'Think now, what could I have written to you in reply to
your letter received two months ago? I was quite in despair.
1 dared not tell you the ficts, because you would have felt all
this so much, and what could you have done? It would only
have brought misfortune to you and have hurt Dounia. Nor
could I fill my letters with trifles when my heart was full of
grief. For a whole month the matter was the talk of the
town, and it reached such a pitch that it was impossible for
Dounia and myself to go to church without finding ourselves
the object of contemptuous glances and whisperings ; remarks
were even made aloud in our presence. All our friends aban-
doned us, not even acknowledging us in the strect, and it
came to my ears that some merchants and Civil Service clerks
were intending to affront us by smearing the gate of our house
with tar, and our landlord demanded our removal. The
cause of all this was Marfa Petrovna, who accused and be-
mired Dounia in every house, so that in time the tale was
known not only in the town, but throughout the whole district.
I felt very ill, but Dounia was stronger than myself. You
should have seen how she bore up and consoled and inspirited
me. She is an angel !

¢ But, through God’s mercy, our affliction came to an end.
Mr. Svidrigailoff came to his scnses and repented, and, pro-
bably pitying Dounia, laid before Marfa Petrovna positive and
documentary proofs of her innocence, in a letter which Dounia,
before the surprise in the garden, had found herself obliged to
write and give to Mr. Svidrigailoff, in which she declined per-
sonal explanations and assignations, For this letter, which on
her departure remained in his hands, reproached him most
indignantly with the baseness of his behaviour towards Marfa
Petrovna, setting forth that he was the father of a family, and
how abominable it was on his part to insult an unhappy,
defenceless girl.

“One word, dear Rodia. This letter was so nobly and affect-
ingly written that I sobbed on reading it, but now I can read it
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without tears, Besides this, in Dounia’s justification appeared
at last the testimony of the servants, who had seen and heard
much more than Mr. Svidrigailoff supposed, as, indeed, is
always the case. Marfa Petrovna was perfectly astounded and
horror-stricken, as she herself avowed to me, but was entirely
convinced of Dounia’s innocence. Next day it was a Sunday.
She came to the church, and on her knees, with tears, prayed
to the Holy Virgin to give her strength to endure her trial and
fulfil her duty. Then on she came straight to us and related
all, and, with bitter tears and in humble penitence, embraced
Dounia and implored her forgiveness.

“That very same evening, without the least delay, she set out
for all the houses in the town and bore testimony to Dounia’s
innocency, speaking in most flattering terms of the nobleness
of her feelings and behaviour; and, more than that, she showed
and read aloud Dounia’s own letter to Mr. Svidrigailoff, and
even distributed copies (a perfectly unnecessary proceeding, to
my mind). Thus for some days she made a tour of the town.
Some people began to be offended because others had been
made her confidants ; therefore she had to take them in turns,
until it got to be known that on such a day Marfa Petrovna
would be at such and such a place, and there people again
assembled who had already read the letter a1 home or at other
acquaintances’. In my opinion, much of this was quite need-
less, but Marfa Petrovna is such a character | At any rate it
restored Dounia’s reputation ; but the shame and infamy of the
husband were so mercilessly exposed that I felt pity for him,
and thought he had been dealt with too harshly.

“Dounia then began to receive offers of engagements forteach-
ing from many families, but declined them all. All this brought
about what I am now going to relate, and changed, as I may
say, our destiny. . . :

“Learn, then, dearest Rodia, that she has received and
accepted an offer of marriage. Of this I hasten to inform you.
I know it has all taken place without our consulting you, but
I am sure you will not be angry with us, as it was impossible to
write and wait for the receipt of your answer. Besides, as you
were absent, you would not have been able to judge of the
matter. It came about in this way. He is a councilior, Peter
Petrovitch Looshin, and a remote relation of Marfa Petrovna’s,
who has assisted him very much. It commenced by his inti-
mating, through her, a desire for our acquaintance. He was,
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accordingly, received by us, took coffee here,and the next day
very politely made his proposal, and asked flor an early and,
decisive reply. He is now on his way to St. Petersburg, and
being a thorough business man, every minute is of importance
to him. You can understand how much we were taken aback by
so sudden and unexpected an occurrence! Mr.Looshin isaman
of means and of solid character, and practises in two places.
It is true, he is forty-five years of age ; still, he is tolerably
good-looking, and can make himself agreeable to women.
He seems, on the whole, most respectable and decorous,
though, perhaps, a little stern, and even haughty. This, how-
ever, may be only my first impression,

“1 wish to warn you, dear Rodia, when you meet him in
St. Petersburg, which will come about very shortly, not to
judge him in haste or heat, as you are in the habit of doing
people, if on making his acquaintance you do not altogether
fancy him. I say this, although I am sure he will make a
favourable impression upon jou. Besides, to know a man
thoroughly, one must deal with him gradually and with circum-
spection, so as not to be influenced by prejudice, which it may
be very difficult afterwards to correct or efface. Peter Petro-
vitch is, to all appearance, a man of great honour. On his first
visit, he told us he was very conservative, but shared in many
things, as he himself put it, the convictions of the rising
generation ; and at the same time he was an enemy to all pre-
judices. Much more he said, so that some might have called
him vain, and fond of hearing himself talk ; but that is hardly
a vice.

“ Indeed, I understood but very little of what he said, but
Dounia explained to me that he was a man of little cultivation,
but intelligent, and, it seemed, kind-hearted. You know our
little Dounia—so full of character, so prudent, patient, and
magnanimous, although high-spirited, as I well know frcm
experience. Of course, neither on his side nor on hers is there
any particular affection ; but Dounia, besides being a sensible
girl, 1s a noble being, almost an angel. She would feel it her
duty to make her husband happy, if he cared for her welfare.
We have no reason to question his intentions, although all has
been done quickly ; besides, he, too, is very sensible, and can
see that his own happiness will be best secured by that of his
wife. As for some dissimilarity in character, habits, and
thoughts (which occurs in the happicst unions), Dounia said
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there was no need to be disquieted on that score, as she relied
on herself, and could endure much, provided he were only
honourable and just. At first we thought Lim rather disagree-
able, but this may have arisen from his being an outspoken
man, and that he is indeed. When he visited us the second
time, on receiving our consent, he admitted that it had always
been his intention to marry some honest girl without dowry,
one who had been tried in the fire, because, as he explained,
a husband should in no way be indebted to his wife—it is much
better for her to regard him as her benefactor.

“T must add that he expressed himself in terms somewhat
more delicate than those I use. I have forgotten the exact
words, and recollect only the sense ; besides, he did not say
this intentionally, it evidently only came out in the course of
conversation ; he endeavoured to correct himself and soften his
speech ; still, I thought him rather rude. I told Doun‘a so after-
wards, and she said angrily, ¢ Words are not deeds,” and that
is quite true. Dounia did not sleep at all the night before
deciding ; and, fancying I was asleep, she got up and paced up
and down the room all night. At last, she threw herself on
her knees and prayed long and fervently before the Holy Image.
In the morning she told me she had decided.

“I have told you that Peter Petrovitch is now on his way to
St. Petersburg. His journey is of great importance, as he
intends to establish himself there as a lawyer. He has been
for a long time occupied with lawsuits, and only a few days
since gained a very important case, and it is indispensable that
he should appear before the Senate at St. Petersburg. He may
be very useful to you there, and Dounia and I are confident
you can now commence definitely your future career under his
protection. Oh that this were realised! Such a result could
only be attribu'ed to the goodness of God. Dounia dreams
about it. We ventured on saying a few words on your behalf
to Peter Petrovitch. He answered cautiously, and said he
certainly could not do without a secretary, and of course it
would be better to pay a relation than an outsider, if only the
former should prove himself equal to his duties (as if you were
not sure to l); but he expressed the doubt that your Uni-
versity course would interfere with your attention to his office.
The subject then dropped, but Dounia thinks of nothing else,
and she has been in a state of great excitement about it, build-
ing up the project that ultimately you may become his colleague
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and even his partner ; the more so because you are studying
for the law. I agree with her, Rodia, and fully share her hopes
and plans, and see in them much probability notwithstanding
Peter Petrovitch’s obvious evasiveness (which is because he
does not know you).

“ Dounia is quite confident she will attain all by her influence
over her future husband. At present, we cannot talk with
Peter Petrovitch about these ideas of ours, especially about
your becoming a partner. He is a practical man and would, may
be, take it amiss and treat us as dreamers. Neither have I or
Dounia said so much as a word to him of our strong hopes
that he might assist us to send you money whilst at the Uni-
versity. In the first instance, this will come in due time (could
he refuse Dounia such a trifle?), the more so as you yourself
might be his right hand in business and receive assistance, not
as a favour, but in the worthy light of a well-earned salary.
Dounia intends to arrange this. Secondly, we did not speak,
because I wish you to be on an equal footing when you meet
him. When Dounia spoke of you with ecstasy, he replied,
¢It is necessary to examine every man personally to judge of
him.” He reserved his opinion of you until he had seen
you.

“Do you know, dear Rodia, this has nothing to do with
Peter Petrovitch, but my own individual and, it may be, old-
womanish caprice—but it appears to me that I ‘should do Letter
if I lived alone after their marriage, as now, and not with
them. I am fully convinced he will be kind enough to offer
for me to remain with my daughter, though he has not done so
as yet; but, I shall refuse. I notice in life that mothers-in-
law are not appreciated by the husbands. I do not wish to be
the slightest inconvenience to anyone. I want to maintain the
fullest liberty for myself, as long as I have my pension and
such children as you and Dounia. If possible, I will settle near
you both, Rodia. I reserve for the close of my letter the
pleasant news that we shall very shortly be all together and em-
brace one another again, a'ter nearly three years’ separation.
It is quite certain that Dounia and I are going to St. Peters-
burg; when, I don’t exactly know, but, to all appearances,
shortly, and very shortly. All depends upon Peter Petrovitch,
who, when he has looked round a little, will send us word.
He mshed to hasten the wedding for several reasons, and even,
if possible, to have it b.fore. Lent ; but, if that is impossible,

D
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then soon after the feast of the Assumption. Oh, with what
rapture shall I press you to my heart |

“ Dounia is wild with joy at meeting you, and said once,
in joke, that for that alone she would marry Peter Petrovitch.
She is indeed an angel. She adds nothing in writing now, but
bids me tell you she has much to say to you, but cannot take up
pen to write you a few lines without upsetting herself. She sends
you her best love and a thousand kisses. And now, although
we shall soon be seeing each other in a few days, I will send
you, all the same, some money, as much as I can. As every-
body has got to know that Dounia is to marry Peter Petrovitch,
my credit has increased. I am sure Athanasius Ivanovitch
will adv.ice me as much as seventy-five roubles on the
security of my pension, so that I shall be able to send you
twenty-five or even thirty roubles. I would send more, but I
have to consider our travelling expenses, and, although
Peter Petrovitch was kind enough to undertake on his own
account the transport of our lugsage, it is, nevertheless,
necessary to reserve enough to pay our fare to St. Petersburg,
where it would be impossible to arrive without something in
our purse. Dounia and I have calculated it all out
nicely. I don’t think it will come very expensive. From
here to the railway station is exactly ninety versts, and
we have arranged about a coach with a peasant whom
we know, and then we will travel on third-class. In
fact, I shall manage to send you not twenty-five but thirty
roubles.

“ But I must close, my two sheets are filled, I have no more
room. This is our story, in truth, there has been much to tell
you ; and now, my dearest Rodla, I embrace you and look
forward to our meeting soon. I send you a mother’s blessing.
Love your sister Dounia, dear Rodia, love her as she loves you,
and believe that she loves you infinitely more than her own
life. She is an angel, and you, Rodia, are everything to us, _
our hope and our trust. Be only happy yourself, and we shall
be happy too. Do you pray to God, Rodia, as you used to do,
and believe in the mercy of the Creator and our Redeemer? 1
almost fear in my heart that the new epice nic of unbelief has
attacked you ; if so, I pray for you, Rodia. Recollect, dear, -
how, in your infancy and during the life of your father, you
lisped your prayers on your knees to me. How happy we all
were then] Goodbye, or better still, a» 7evoir/ 1 embrace
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you a thousand times and with kisses without end. —I am, yours,
while life lasts,
PULCHERIA RASKOLNIKOFF.”

During all the time he was reading the letter, even from the
commencement, Raskolnikoff’s face was wet with tears; when
he had finished, it looked pallid and distorted, and a bitter
smile played about his lips. He laid his head on his grimy
pillow and became lost in thought. His heart beat wildly and
his thoughts were agitated. He was stifled and cramped in
this little yellow room, which felt like a cupboard. Neither
his eyes nor thoughts were in harmony with his surroundings,
and he seized his hat and went out, giving no thought this time
as to whom he might meet on the stairs. He took the
direction towards Vassilevsky Island, across the V—— Prospect,
walking as if on most urgent business, and, true to his habits,
hurried along, muttering to himself, and then speaking aloud,
80 that many took him for a man in liquor.

CHAPTER 1V,

IS mother’s letter pained him. Of the principal point of
I- the letter there was no doubt in his mind, even whilst
reading it. What to do he had decided at once. “This
marriage shall never take place whilst [ live. Mr. Looshin may
go to the devil.”

“TIt is plain enough,” he muttered, smiling, and maliciously
celebrating in advance the success of his decision. “No,
mother, no, Dounia, you cannot deceive me: and still they
excuse themselves for not asking my advice and coming to a
decision without me. What capital excuses, and what a man
of business this Peter Petrovitch is, who wooes at post-horse,
nay almost at railway, speed! No, Dounia, I see and know
all you are preparing to say to me, many things. Yes, and I
know, too, what were your thoughts as you paced that room
all night, and why you prayed before the Hely Image of our
Lady of Kazan, in my motier’s room. This was your Gol-

D3
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gotha! Well, so it stands decided, does it, that Euxodia
Romanovna is pleased to take this business-like and rational
_ man, together with his fortune, this substantial well-to-do in-
dividual who practises in two places and ‘shares the latest
convictions of the rising generation’ (so she writes), and
appears kind, as Dounia herself said. Oh! the force of
appearances !—on the strength of them Dounia is going to
murry this fellow ! Marvellous ! marvellous !

¢ Again, how curious my mother should write to me about
‘the rising gencration.” Is it simply to give me an idea of his
character, or with the remote object of predisposing me in
Mr. Looshin’s favour? Oh, the cratty one ! It would be well
to clear up one point. How far were they candid with each
o'her on that day and that night, and how has it been since?
Were all their discussions mere recitations, did they keep back
their real thoughts and never divulge them? Very likely it
was partly so. Apparently, from the letter, he showed himself
rude to my mother, and she went straight to Dounia with her
remarks, provoking her to retort angrily. Who would not feel
maddened to see the whole thing so unquestioned? And why
should mother write: ‘Love Dounia, Rodia, for she loves
‘you more than her life’? Has she no tricks of conscience
to torture her for consenting to sacrifice her daughter
for her son? ‘You are our hope, our all’ Oh! mother,
mother!”

His anger boiled more and more, and had he come across
Mr. Looshin at that moment he would have killed him.

¢ This is the fact,” he continued, following the whirlwind of
thought in his head, * ¢One must approach a man gradually
and cautiously to know him,’ but it is not difficult to make out
Mr. Looshin. ¢He is a man of business and apgpears kind.’
What great things, too! The luggage he attends to, pays for the
larger boxes. Is not that kind? And they, the mother and
bride, engage a peasant’s tilted cart. I usel to go that way.
Nothing, only ninety versts, ‘and afterwards we will travel third
class a thousand versts, and prudently too. You must cut
your coat according to your cloth. And you, Mr. Looshin,
what of you? She is your bride, and must you not know that
my mother has to borrow money on her pension for her
journey ? Of course, this is an ordinary business transaction,
an affair of mutual profit and equal shares; consequently the
expenses must be shared equally, Bread and salt togeiher, but
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each his own tobacco, according to the proverb. But the man
ot business has deceived them just a little. The luggage costs
less than their fare, and perhaps passes free.

“ Do they not see all this, or do they mean to be hoodwinked ?
Still, they are content, and thiuk thisis only the flower, and the
real fruit is to come. What I fear for the future is not so
much his stinginess as the tone he takes. I can foresee his
tone after marriage . . . But what can my mother be think-
ing of? What will she do in St. Petersburg? With three
silver roubles or two notes, as that—hem !—old woman sasd /
What does she mean to live on? It is plain she already
guesses it will be impossible to live with Dounia after she is
married. The dear man evidently let that slip out from the
very first, although my mother averts that fact with both hands,
and with that ‘but I shall refuse.” On what does she rely—on her
penston of a hundred and twenty roubles, with deductions for
the debt to Athanasius Ivanovitch? All through the winter
she knits comforters and embroiders cuffs, ruining her poor
eycs, and that only adds twenty roubles a year to the hundred
and twenty. Nevertheless, she relies on the noble feelings of
Mr. Looshin: ¢ He himself will offer, he will entreat’” No
doubt! And so it is with these idealists—it is always the
case. Up to the last they adorn the man with peacock-
feathers, to the last they hold to the good, and, although they
have a foreboding of the reverse of the medal, they put away
their thoughts, and will shut out the reality with both hands,
uatil in the end the idealised man mocks and laughs at them
and shows himself as he really is. I should like to know
whether he is decorated? Ves, I'll bet he has the Anna in his
buttonhole, and wears it at commercial dinners. Perhaps he
may wear it at the wedding. The devil take him !

“ As to my mother, God be with her | but Dounia, Dounia
darling, I know you. You were nineteen years of age when
last I saw you. I knew your character #hen. My mother
writes, ‘ Dounia can endure much.” I knew that two-and-a-
half years ago, and, if she could stand Mr. Svidrigailoff and all
the results, no doubt she can endure much indeed, and now they
imagine she can endure even Mr. Looshin and his theory of
the superiority of wives raised from poverty and made happy
subjects of benefaction, which he divulged at the first interview.
He made a blunder certainly, although so precise, but it may
scarcely have been a blunder, and that he aimed to make it
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clear as soon as possible. But Dounia must see what he is,
And to live with such a man! She would eat black bread
and drink water, and never flinch, sooner than sell herself
for comfort incompatible with her moral liberty. Not
for all Schleswig-Holstein, and not for Mr. Looshin! No,
Dounia never was that sort of girl, and surely she cannot have
changed. True, it may be said, it is hard to live with the
Svidrigailoffs. It is hard to go from place to place as gover-
ness all one’s life for two hundred roubles, but, all the same, I
know my sister would sooner go as a planter’s slave or to a
Livonian German than injure her soul and her moral feeling by
a connection with a man with whom she had nothing in com-
mon, and whom she could not esteem. Never, never, for her
individual advantage! Were Mr. Looshin made of pure gold
or diamonds, she would never consent to become his legal
concubine. Then why does she consent ?

“ What trickery is there? Where is the clue? The thing -
is clear. For herself, for her comfort, even to save her life,
she would never sell herself but for another. Yes, fora
beloved and adored one she would. This is the whole secret.
For a brother, for a mother, she would sacrifice all. Oh, then
we yield up moral feeling, liberty, peace of mind, and bring
everything into the market; we can even give up life—if it
only makes these beloved beings happy ! But that is not all—
we must even invent our own casuistry and borrow it from the
Jesuits if necessary, and for a time persude ourselves that it is
necessary, really and absolutely needful, in a good cause!
So it is, and as clear as day! Clear as day that Rodia
Romanovitch Raskolnikoff is the hidden spring and prime
object in all this. And why should I object to all that is
arranged for me—to keep me at the University, then to
become Looshin’s partner, and ultimately secure his business,
and become at last a rich man, honoured, esteemed, and even
die a celebrated man ? As to my mother: ¢ There is Rodia,
precious Rodia, Rodia my first-born! Who would not
sacrifice a daughter for such a first-born ?”’

% Oh, dear and unjust hearts, who in such a plight would
shun even the fate of a Sonia! Have you thoroughly
measured the sacrifice? Truly? Have you strength for it?
Do you know, Dounia, that Sonia’s fate is no more degrading
than yours with Mr. Looshin? ¢Of course there can be no
particular love,” my mother writes. On the contrary, there is
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already aversion, contempt, and loathing. What of that? One
must keep clean. But do you understand what this cleanness
means ? Do you understand that a Looshin purity is on a par
with a Sonia’s virtue, and it may be even worse and meaner,
because you, Dounia, can count on superfluities and comforts,
and in her case there is no alternative but starvation and
death? Such purity is costly, very costly, Dounia, but.if it
goes beyond her strength and she repents? What sorrow,
grief, and tears will be concealed from alll You are not a
Marfa Petrovna, and what will become of my mother? I see
her already uneasy, and what when she sees all? And my.clf?
What are they thinking of me ? I will not accept your sacrifice,
Dounia. No, mother, it shall never be whilst I live. I will
not have it.”
He suddenly bethought himself and paused.

“Not have it! What can I do? You prohibit it? By what
right ? And what, in your turn, can you offer? To consecrate my
future to them wken I leave the University and get a place?
Bosh! ANow, what about #ow? Something must be done at
once; don't you realise this? What are you going to do? All
they can do is to get an advance on their hundred-rouble pen-
sion, or from the Svidrigailoffs. How can I protect them from
these Svidrigailoffs, from Athanasius Ivanovitch Vakrouchin?
Before I can do this, my mother will have had time to grow
blind from knitting, and perhaps starve, and my sister—
imagine what may become of her! Do you realise all this ?”

So he excited and tormented himself, though with a certain
sense of enjoyment. These questions were not new or impro-
vised, but old and sore ones, and they had long worried him,
All this present anguish had been engendered in him long ago,

. and it was ripened and concentrated in the form of a terrible

question which held his heart and reason, and cried irre-
sistibly for solution, and now his mother’s letter came upon
him like a thunder-clap. It was plain, now was not the time to
grieve, to be passive and reason on unanswerable questions, but
by all means to @vo something, and at once and quickly. A de-
cision must be come to at all hazards, and something done,
or—

“Or renounce life altogether!” he cried suddenly with
ecstasy, “and obediently submit to fate as it s, stifle everything,
and dismiss the right to act, live, and love ”

“ Do you know, sir, what it is to have nowhere to go to?
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One must of necessity go somewhere.” And he suddenly
called to mind Marmeladoff’s question the night before.

Then he shuddered. Another thought from the previous even-
ing had returned. But he did not tremble, he knew he had a
presentiment that it would come, but the thought was not alto-
gether that of the day before, and the difference was this. A
month ago, and even up to the present time, it had been a
dream, but now it did not seem a dream, but a definite and
terrible form, and altogether new. He became suddenly con-
scious of the change, and his head throbbed, and his eyes
grew dim. He hastily looked around, and sought where to
rest himself. He was now on the K. boulevard. A bench
stood about a hundred steps off, and he hurriedly made for it ;
but, on the way, a little incident took place which attracted all
his attention,

Looking towards the bench, he observed before him, a
dozen steps off, a woman ; but, as usual, he did not notice her
at first. Still there was something so strange about her, even at
first sight, that, having her within his ken, he gradually became
interested in her—at first against his will, and with anger
against himself; his curiosity. howover, grew stronger and
stronger, until he confessed h: would like to know what was so
peculiar about her. She seem. d to be a very young woman,
and was out, in the intense heat, bareheaded, without sunshade
or gloves, and walked strangely, flourishing her hand about.
She wore a silk dress, very oddly put on, scarcely fastened,
and torn behind. A small neckerchief was ill-arranged on her
shoulders. Finally, the girl walked unsteadily, even reeling
about. Raskolnikoff’s interest in her was now thoroughly
aroused. He came up to her at the bench, but, on reaching
the seat, she fell down heavily on it, throwing her head on it
and closing her eyes, apparently from excessive fatigue. He
presently guessed that she was drunk. Strange—sad it was to
look upon such a sight, and he thought he was deceiving him-
self. Befoie him was a small and extremely young face of no
more than sixteen, possibly only fifteen ; it was overhung by
light hair, and looked handsome, but heated and swollen. She
seemed unconscious that she was in the streets.

Raskolnikoff did not sit down, but stood before her.
This boulevard was very little frequented at any time, but now,
at two o’clock, in such heat, hardly anyone was to be seen:
still, a litle way off, on the edge of the walk, a man was stand-
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ing who appeared as if he also would like to approach the
girl for some purpose. He had, no doubt, also observed and
followed her, and Raskolnikoffs presence hindered him from
going up to her. He flung a spiteful glance at Raskolnikoff, but
at the same time appeared anxious that the latter should not
observe him. Standing a little apart, he impatiently awaited
the departure of the inopportune ragged stranger. The
whole thing was very clear. He was about thirty years of age,
stout, healthy-looking, with full lips, wore a moustache, and
was fashionably dressed. As soon as Raskolnikoff saw him,
his anger rose, and it immediately came into his head to insult
this fat coxcomb. In a moment he left the girl and went up
to the man.

“Eh, you Svidrigailoff, what are you after?” he cried
through lips foaming with rage, and clenching his fist.

“ What does this mean ? ” gruffly replied the man, knitting
his brows and looking at Raskolnikoff from head to foot.

“Get off ; that’s what I want you to do.”

“ How dare you, you ruffian?” He flourished a cane.

Raskolnikoff rushed at him with both fists, not staying to
calculate that the stout man was worth two of him. But at
that moment somebody firmly seized him from behind, and
between them stood a policeman.

“Stop, gentlemen, do not fight in the public thoroughfare.

What is this? Who are you?” grufily, turning to Raskolnikoff,
and noticing his rags. His was a bold, soldierly face, with a
grey beard and whiskers, and an intelligent expression.
“Here, I want you,” he said, seizing Raskolnikoff by the
arm.
“Iam a student ; Raskolnikoff is my name ; you can easily
ascertain that,” and turning to the gentleman, “and you too,
sir, if you like. Come here, I will show you.” And, catching
the officer by the hand, he dragged him to the bench.

“See there, quite drunk! Just come on the boulevard.
Who knows what she is? Yet she hardly can be what she
appears. It is more likely she has been made drunk, or
drugged, and then turned out into the street. Look at her.
It is plain; and now look here. This coxcomb, whom I
would have struck down, is unknown to me, and it is the first
time I have seen him, but he noticed her, followed her, the
poor helpless one! He saw her condition, and would have
seized her for his own purposes. This is certain, believe me.
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I make no mistake. I watched him pursue her. I have
hindered him, and now he is only waiting for me to be goune.
See, there he stands a little way off, twisting a cigarette. - Is
this t(’) be allowed? How can we lead her home, think
ou ?’

d The officer considered. The stout man was clearly
intelligible ; but the girl? The officer bent down to examine
her with compassion in his countenance. * Ah, what a pity !
said he, shaking his head. ‘A mere child, too! Listen, my
child,” said he, addressing her, “ where do you live?” The
girl opened her eyes, gazed stupidly at her interrogator, and
brandished her arms.

“ Listen,” said Raskolnikoff (here fumbling in his pocket and
taking out twenty kopecks), ““ go for a conveyance and see her
taken home. But how to find her address?”

“Lady,” again commenced the officer, having taken the
money,.“ I am going to take you home. Where do you live?
What is your address? ”

¢ Oh, they are seizing me | ” murmured the girl, once more
waving her hands.

“Ah, how sad! It is a shamel A child!” He began
again to shake his head in pity and indignation. “ What is to
be done ?” he said suddenly to Raskolnikoff, eyeing him from
head to foot, and thinking it strange that one in such rags
should have money to throw about. “You came upon them
a long way off ?” he asked.

“T tell you she was in front of me, reeling about the boule-
vard, and when she got to the seat she rolled down.”

“Shame to see such in full day! She is drunk, and has
been betrayed. See her torn dress,” and the officer again
bent over her.

“In the first place,” said Raskolnikoff, “we must prevent
that villain taking her. He means no good, one can see that.
The wretch ! why does he not go?”

Raskolnikoff spoke loudly, and pointed at him. The man
indicated heard him, and was about to break forth, but re-
strained himself, and was content with giving a contemptuous
glance, and at the same time moving off a little and remaining
standing,

“‘I'hat we can prevent,” replied the officer, *if we only knew
where she came from. Lady! Lady!”
~All at once she opened her eyes, looked fixedly, as if recol-
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lecting something, then rose up and went off in the direction
whence she came. “ The villains are seizing nie |” she cried,
still waving her bands about. She moved quickly, Lut reeled
as before. The coxcomb went after her, down another avenue,
but keeping her in sight.

“ Do not alarm yourself. He shall not have her,” said the
officer, resolutely, as he went after them. * What vice we see
around us!” he added, with a sigh.

Something seemed to sting Raskolnikoff, and in a trice he
turned and shouted to the officer ;: ¢ Eh | one moment.”

The latter looked back.

“Stop! What do you want? Let him amuse himself
(pointing to the man), What can it matter to you? ”

The officer did not understand, and looked him in the face.
Raskolnikoff began to laugh.

“Eh?” said the officer, with a movement of the hand as he
continued to follow the man and girl. He evidently took
Raskolnikoff for a lunatic or something worse.

“He walks off with my twenty kopecks,” said Raskolnikoff,
spitefully, when alone, “and the other will fee him to let that
girl be.  Why did I interfere? What right had I to meddle?
Hang them both! Whnat is it to me? And how could I give
away those twenty kopecks. Were they mine ?”

Notwithstanding his strange words, his heart was heavy, and
he sat down on the forsaken seat. His thoughts were disturbed
and he found it difficult at that moment to think at all. He
could have wished to forget everything and sleep all off, and
commence afresh,

“Poor thing 1 said he, looking at the place so recently
occupied by the young girl. “ As soon as she comes to her-
self, she will begin to cry, and then her mother will learn all
and box her ears, following it up with a whipping to increase
her humiliation, and, perhaps, turn her out of doors—or even,
if not, some Daria Frantzovna or another will get scent of the
quarry, and start her on the road to ruin till she is forced to
enter a hospital (as generally happens to these sort of girls
when they have respectable mothers). When she comes out, it
will be the same thing again and again, with ever-recurring
visits to the hospital ; then she will take to diink, and in two
or three years, at the age of eighteen or nineteen, it will be all
over. How many have I seen end thus, whose life began like
hers? What then? They call it a necessary evil, a percentage
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we are forced to pay (to the devil, I suppose) to ensure the
tranquillity of society. A percentage! There is a scientific
basis for it all, which soothes the mind. If the thing went
by its right name it might attract more attention. Who knows
whether Dounetchka herself might not be included in the per-
centage for next year, if not for this?

“ But where am I going ? ” he thought suddenly. “Strange !
Apparently I was going somewhere after I had read the letter.
Ah! now Iremember:—to Vassilevsky Ostroff, to Razoumiks
hin. But why? Itis strange! What could make me think of
going to him?”

He wondered at himself. Razoumikhin was one of his most
intimate friends at the University, although, it must be observed,
Raskolnikoff had very few. He shunned everybody, went
about with no one, and studiously kept aloof from all, and
soon he became equally avoided. He occupied himself
seriously and without sparing himself; for this he was
respected. None loved him, as, besides being very poor, he
was extremely proud and reserved. He seemed to make a
mystery of himself. Some students used to declare that he
looked down upon them all as children, with the idea that
he had outstripped them in knowledge, ideas, and convic-
tions, and that their opinions and interests were inferior to
his own. But he did associate with Razoumikhin—that is, he
was more communicative with him than with anyone else. It
was impossible for anyone to be otherwise with Razoumikhin.
He was uncommonly jovial, a frank fellow, and kind and soft-
hearted. But under all was concealed a depth of worth and
merit. The best of his comrades knew this, and all loved
him. His appearance arrested attention : he was ill-shaven and
black-haired.

Sometimes he was very turbulent-and was reputed a perfect
Hercules. He could drink to excess, but he could also
abstain. It was noticed that no failure affected him, nor did
circumstances alter his joviality. He could have lodged on a
roof or endured protracted cold and hunger without
losing his spirits. He was very poor and earned his .own
living, obtaining the necessary means by some sort of work ;
and he had a number of resources. Once during a whole
winter he kept his room unheated, and was fond of declaring
that he preferred it, as the cold made him sleep better. At
this present time he found himself obliged to discontinue his
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studies at the University for lack of means, though he hoped it
would not be for long, and he was making every effort to
improve his situation. Raskolnikoff had not been near him
for four months, and Razoumikhin did not even know his
friend’s whereabouts. Some time ago, about a couple of
months since, they had met, but Raskolnikoff crossed the
street to avoid him: so Razoumikhin also took no notice of
him, as he saw his friend did not wish it. :

CHAPTER V,

“ A H!I thought of going to Razoumikhin some time ago to

ask him to get me work of some sort,” said he to
himself, “and he may be of assistance to me now ; he may be
able to get me employment, and let me have a little money—
if he has any—to buy boots and repair my clothes and make
me fit to give lessons again. But what then? What can I do
with a few kopecks, if I get them? Really, it is very absurd
ot me to go to him.”

The question why he thought of seeing Razoumikhin
troubled him more than he admitted to himself, and he uneasily
sought to discover some ominous meaning in this apparently
natural call on his friend.

“What ! is it possible that I am resting all my hopes on a
Razoumikhin? ” he asked himself in astonishment. He
thought and rubbed his forehead ; then, after a time, a strange
idea came into his head. “Yes,” he said, suddenly and
firmly, and in a tone of final resolution, “I will go to himn—
that is certain—but not now. I will go to Razoumikhin the
day after #iat, when t/a/ has become certain, and all commences
anew.” He roused himself. ¢ After #4af” he muttered,
quitting the bench. “Ah! g it happens.. Will it really
ever?”

He left the place and thought of turning back, but the idea
of going home was exceedingly repugnant to him—there, 1n
that den of his, where #4af bad had its biith more than a
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month ago! He went heedlessly on. A shiver ran through
him, and he turned cold from these evil thoughts. He made
a desperate effort to interest himself in the surrounding objects
and find distraction in the passers-by, but he soon fell back
upon himself, and when, again shuddering, he raised his head
and looked around, he neither knew what he had been thinking
of nor where he was. In such a state he had gone all over
Vassilevsky Ostroff, crossed the Little Neva, and was now on
the island. The verdure and the freshness at first pleased his
weary eyes, habituated to town dust, lime, and massive houses.
Here were no offensive exhalations or drinking-shops, but these
new and agreeable feelings soon passed away and gave place
to a morbid irritability. Now and then he would stop before
something attractive in the green villas, and look over the
fences upon the balconies and terraces, and the gaily-dressed
ladies and children running about the gardens. The flowers
particularly interested him, and he looked at them long.
Splendid carriages were also passing, and ladies and gentlemen
on horseback. He glanced at these with curious eyes and
forgot them before they were out of sight.

Once he stopped, and began to count his money, which he
found amounted to about thirty kopecks: * Twenty to the officer,
three to Nastasia ; then I must have left forty-seven or fifty at
Marmeladoff’s,” thought he, as he reckoned it up, but quickly
forgot even for what purpose he had pulled out his money, and,
a cook-shop at that moment catching his eye, he recollected
that he was hungry. Entering the place, a kind of eating-
house, he drank a glass of brandy and took a cake, which
latter he finished eating in the streets. As he had not tasted
brandy for a very long time, it soon began to have an effect
upon him, although he had only taken one glass. His limhs
grew heavy, and he commenced to feel very drowsy. He
made for home, but, on reaching Petrovsky Island, he had to
stop from sheer feebleness. He left the road, turned aside
where there were some bushes, sank upon the grass, and was
soon sound asleep. _

Dreams appear much more prominent and clear when the
dreamer is in an unhealthy state—they have an extraordinary
semblance of reality. Most monstrous pictures are put together,
but all the ¢ircumstances are so subtly interwoven, the details
so artistically harmonious in every minute respect, as to defy
human imitation, be the artist a Pooshkin or a Tourgeneff,
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Such morbid dreams are always recollected for very long,
and produce strong impressions on the disordered and
already excited organs of the dreamer.

Raskolnikoff had a strange dream. His childhood came back
to him ; he was once more in his native town. He was seven
years of age, was walking with his father in the suburbs. The
day was hot and stifling. The town stood revealed before
him on a plain, whilst beyond, far away against the horizon,
appeared a dark wood. At some paces from the nearest
gardens of the town there was a cadack, or tavern, a large place
which always produced a disagreeable impression, and even
dread, on him as he used to go by with his father. A crowd
of people seemed always gathered there; they used to
bawl, curse, and sing, and at times fight amongst themselves ; .
whilst, in the vicinity, drunken and suspicious characters
abounded. On meeting any of these, he would run up to his
father, seize his hand, and begin to tremble violently. Near
the caback, a path, covered with black dust, crossed the field ;
and further on, about three hundred paces to the right of the .
town, was the cemetery. In the middle of the latter stood the
little stone church, with its green dome, which he visited
twice a year with his father and mother in memory of the
dead grandmother whom he had never seen, and they brought
with them a rice-cake ornamented with a cross of raisins. He
loved this church and its old images, tor the greater part
undecked, and its old priest with his trembling hand. Near
his grandmother’s grave was that of his younger brother, who
died when six months old, whom he had also never known
and could not recollect, but they told him that it was his little
brother’s, and each time he visited the cemetery he reverently
crossed himself to the tiny grave, and saluted and kissed it.

He dreamt that he was going with his father along the road
which led to the cemetery, and was passing the caback. He
held his tather by the hand and gazed upon the house in
terror. A particular circumstance attracted his attention. At
this moment the place was surrounded by a crowd of gaily-
dressed townspeople, their wives, and a regular rabble. All
were ntoxicated, and singing and shouting. Near the door
stood a wagon, but a strange one. It was one of those very
large ones used for transporting barrels and other heavy goods,
drawn by large dray-horses. He loved to look upon these
huge cart-horses, with long manes and thick legs, moving tran-
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quilly along, with measured pace, under their heavy loads,
which seeemed as nothing to them. But, oddly enough, to
this large cart was harnessed a small and feeble roan mare, one
of those which he often saw straining under some tall load of
hay or wood, and plodding painfully along as the peasant’s
whip mercilessly fell across its nose and over its eyes. To him
this was so pitiful that when he saw such a sight he could never
refrain his tears, and his mother would be obliged to lead him
from the window. All at once a number of peasants came
noisily out of the house, the greater part clad in red and blue
shirts and sleeveless smockfrocks, tipsy, of course, and some
singing, with valalaikas (Russian guitars) in their hands. “Get
in, get in, all of you,” cried out a young stout-shouldered peasant
with a thick neck and face red as a carrot.  * Jump up, I am
going to take the lot of you.”

' “What, with such a jade as that? You are out of your
senses, Mikolka,” and they began to laugh.

“Come on. Get in!” cried Mikolka, jumping into the
wagon with the reins, and standing straight up in front, ‘‘ she
only eats her head off, and I am sick of her. Get in, I say,
and see me make her gallop.” He took up his whip, and glee-
fully prepared to flog the mare.

“ What, gallop that thing?” laughed the crowd.

“Such a gallop as she has not had for ten years.”

“Come on, no pity, brothers ; get your whips.”

They began to clamber into the wagon, amidst laughter and
jests. Six got in, and there was room for more. Amongst
them was a stout red-faced woman, whom they placed in a
corner. She was clad in red fustian, with a braided head-
dress, and sat cracking nuts and laughing. All the crowd
laughed with relish at the idea of seeing the old mare trot under
such a burden. Two fellows with whips stood 1eady to assist
Mikolka. The mare drew with all her might, but, far from a
trot, she barely succeeded in moving her load one inch, and
simply sprawled her feet about. She snorted and winced
under the blows from three whips, falling rapidly upon her,
The laughter in the wagon and from the crowd redoubled, and
served to arouse Mikolka’s anger, and his whip rained blow
upon blow on the back of the unfortunate beast.

“ Keep quiet, still, still ! ” cried he, * I’ll make her go,” and
his fury increased with his blows until he lost all control over
himself.
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“ Father ! father!” the boy cried to his father, “why are
they doing that? They will kill the poor horse.”

“ Never mind, let us go, they are drunk, it is only their mad
pranks. Come,” and he led him away. But he slipped from
his parent’s hand, and, with no thought of himself, ran to the
mare. She was breathing heavily, and, making another effort
had stopped, and stood ready to drop.

‘“ Beat her to death,” yelled Miko'ka, “if she won't——"

“You are no Christian,” cried an old man out of the crowd.

“ How can you expect her to take such a load?” said
another.

“ You will kill her ! ” shouted a third.

“All right, she is mine; I can do what I like, can’t I?”
Come on, let us try again. I say she shall gallop !”

Suddenly laughter resounded everywhere—drowned every-
thing else. - The mare was resenting the augmented blows, and
was kicking freely. Even the old man could not resist smiling.
Two meén out of the crowd came forward with whips, and,
standing at her flanks, laid on to her ribs.

“Give it her across the eyes and the nose.”

“ Let us sing, brothers!” cried one in the wagon, and all
took up the cry, and they commenced a lewd song ; the tam-
bourines beat, whilst some whistled in accompaniment ; the
red-faced woman cracked her nuts and grinned.

The boy looked on and saw how they struck the animal on
the eyes, and very eyeballs, and his heart heaved and tears
rose. One of the strikers smacked him in the face; he felt it
not, and ran up to the old man—the old man who condemned
them all. An old woman saw him, and carried him in her
arms out of the crowd, but he escaped and again ran back to
the animal.  She was evidently nearly spent, but had again be-
gun to kick. -

“Pll make you food for wolves!” shouted Mikolka. He
threw down his whip, stooped, pulled out a long, narrow board

from the bottom of the wagon, held it up on end, and swung

it over his head.

“You will kill her !”

“All right,” shouted Mikolka, and he brought the board
down upon the roan with all his might.

“ Flog her, flog her, what matters |” cried voices out.of the
wagon.

He raised it again, and another blow, in all its heaviness,

B
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fell upen the back of the unfortunate mare. Her hindlegs
gave way, but she jumped up and pulled with all her last
strength, and endeavoured to extricate herself. From all sides
the whips came thickly, and the board rose once more, de-
scended a third time, then a fourth, with full force. Mikolka
was mad that he could not kill her with a blow.

¢ See, she is going to fall, it is all over,” shouted one of the
crowd.

“ Get a hatchet and finish her,” cried another.

“Mind!” cried Mikolka, throwing down the board and
seizing a crowbar. “ Take care !” he shouted, and he hit the
mare a heavy blow with it, and at the same time lost his
balance and stumbled. The mare reeled, and the bar was
raised anew and fell heavily upon her spine, and she sank to
the ground, all four legs giving way at once.

“All over!” shouted Mikolka, and he leaped from the
wagon in great excitement. Some drunken fellows seized
what they could lay their hands upon, sticks, boards, or any-
thing, and began belabouring the expiring mare, whilst Mikolka
spent his fury in hitting at her at random with the iron. The
mare stretched out her head, groaned heavily, and expired.

¢ She is dead,” murmured some,

“ But she never galloped !” cried others.

Mikolka stood there with bloodshot eyes, and seemingly
sorry he had nothing else to beat.

“ Well, really, you are no Christian,” a number of voices
shouted indignantly.

The poor boy thought not of himself, and made his way
through the crowd to the dead mare; he embraced her blood-
stained head and kissed it, then he leaped up and rushed
frantically at Mikolka with closed fists. At this moment, his
father, who had been long seeking him, ran up and drew him
out of the crowd.

% Come, come away ! ” said.his father.

“Father, why did they kill the poor horse?” The boy
sobbed, the words coming with difficulty from his heaving
breast. .

“They are drunk ; itis not our affair. Let us go.” He
took his father's hand, but his throat began to choke, and he
struggled 10r breath. He shouted out and awoke.

He was covered with perspiration, and even his head was
wet, and he arose breathless and in great terror. *T1hank
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God! it was only a dream,” he said, and he sat down again
under a tree to recover himself. * But what is all this? 1 am
in a fever. What an ugly dream ! ” His limbs felt disjointed,
and his mind was in darkness and confusion. He placed his
elbows on his knees and held his head with his hands.

“God ! Am I to stand beating in her skull with a hatchet
or something, wade in warm blood, break open the lock and
rob and tremble, blood flowing all around, and hide myself,
with the hatchet? Oh God!is thisindeed possible, and must it
be?” He trembled like a leaf as he said this.

“ What am I thinking of ? ” he cried in some astonishment.
%I know well I could not endure that with which I have been
torturing myself. I saw that clearly yesterday when I tried to
rehearse it. Perfectly plain. Then what am I questioning?
D:id I not say yesterday as I went up the stairs how disgusting
and mean and low it all was, and did not I run away in
terror?”

He stood up and looked all round, wondering how he got
there, and moved off towards the T bridge. He was pale
and his eyes were hot, and feebleness was in all his members,
but he seemed to breathe easier. He felt that he had thrown
off the old time which had been so oppressive; and in its
place had come peace and lightt “ Lord!” he prayed,
“show me my way, that I may renounce these horrid thoughts
of mine !”

Going across the bridge, he quietly gazed on the Neva, and
the clear red sunset. He did not feel himself tired now, not-
withstanding his weakness, and the load which had lain upon
his heart seemed to be gone. Liberty! Liberty! he was free
from those enchantments and all their vile instigations. In
later times when he recalled this period of his existence, and
all that happened to him in those days, minute by minute and
point by point, he recollected how each circumstance, although
in the main not very unusual, constantly appeared to his mind
as an evidence of the predetermination of his fate, so super-
stitious was he. Especially he could never understand why he,
weary and harassed as he was, could not have returned home
by the shortest route, instead of across the Haymarket, which
was quite out of the way. Certainly, a dozen times before, he
had reached his lodging by most circuitous routes, and never
known through which streets he had come. But why (he
always asked) should such a really fateful meeting have taken

~
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place in the market (through which there was no need to go),
and happen, too, at exactly such a time and at a moment of
his life when his niind was in the state it was, and the event,
in these circumstances, could only produce the most definite
and decided effect upon his fate? Surely he was the instru-
ment of some purpose !

It was about nine o’clock as he stood in the Haymarket.
All the dealers had closed their establishments or cleared
away their goods and gope home. About this place, with its
tattered population, its dirty and nauseous courtyards and
numerous alleys, Raskolnikoff dearly loved to roam in his aim-
less wanderings. He attracted no notice there. At the
corner of K—— Lane were a dealer and his wife, who were
engaged in packing up their wares, consisting of tapes, hand-
kerchiefs, cotton, &c., preparatory to going home. They were
lingering over their work, and conversing with an acquaintance,
This was Elizabeth Ivanovna, or simple Elizabeth, as all called
her, the younger sister of the old woman, Alena Ivanovna, to
whose rooms Raskolnikoff went the day before for the pur-
pose of pawning his watch to make his researsal. He knew
all-about this Elizabeth, as she knew also a little about him.
She was a tall, awkward woman, about thirty-five years of age,
timid and quiet, indeed almost an idiot, and was a regular slave
to her sister, working for her day and night, trembling before her
and enduring even blows. She was evidently hesitating about
something, as she stood there with a bundle under herarm,
and her friends were pressing some subject rather warmly.
When Raskolnikoff recognised her he seemed struck with the
greatest astonishment, although there was nothing strange
avout such a meeting,

“ You ought to decide yourself, Elizabeth Ivanovna,” said
the man. “ Come to-morrow at seven o’clock.”

“ To-morrow ?” said Elizabeth slowly, as if undecided.

“She is frightened of Alena Ivanovna,” cried the wife, a
brisk little woman. “You are like a little child, Elizabcth
Ivanovna, and she’s not your own sister, but a stepsister. She
has too much her own way.”

‘ You say nothing to Alena Ivanovna,” interrupted the man,
“and come without asking, that’s the way to do it, and your
sister can manage herself.”

“When shall I come*®

% At scven o’clock, to-morrow.”
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“Very well, I will come,” said Elizabeth, slowly and
reluctantly.  She then quitted them.,

Raskolnikoff also went away, and stayed to hear no more.
His original amazement had changed gradually into a feeling
of actual terror ; a chill ran down his back. He had learned
unexpectedly and positively, that, at seven o’clock the next
evening, Elizabeth, the old woman’s sister, the only person
living with her, would not be at home, and that, therefore, the
old woman, at seven o’clock to-morrow, would be there alone.
It needed but a few steps to reach his room. He went along
like one sentenced to death, with his reason clogged and
numbed. He felt that now all liberty of action and free-will
were gone, and everything was irrevocably decided. A more
convenient occasion than was thus unexpectedly offered to
him now, would never arise, and he might never learn again,
beforehand, that, at a certain time on a certain day, she, on
whom he was to make the attempt, would be entircly alone.

CHAPTER VL

ASKOLNIKOFF learned subsequently what induced
the man and his wife to invite Elizabeth to call on
them. It was a very simple matter. A foreign family, finding
themselves in straitened circumstances, were desirous of parting
with various things, consisting for the most part in articles of
female attire. They were anxious, therefore, to meet with a
dealer in cast-off clothes, and this was one of Elizabeth’s call-
ings. She had a large connection, because she was very honest
and always stuck to her price : there was no higgling to be done
with her. She was a woman of few words and very shy and
reserved. But Raskolnikoff was very superstitious, and traces
of this remained in him long after. In all the wants of this
period of his life he was ever ready to detect something
mysterious, and attribute every circumstance to the presence of
some particular influence upon his destiny.
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The previous winter, a fellow-student, Pokoreff by name, on
leaving for Charkoff, had happened to communicate to him in
conversation the address of Alena Ivanovitch, in case he should
ever require to pawn anything. For a long time he did not
use it, as he was giving lessons, and managed somehow to get
along, but six weeks before.this time he had recollected the
address. He had two things fit to pawn—an old silver watch,
formerly his father’s; and a small gold ring with three red
stones, a souvenir from his sister on leaving home. He
decided on getting rid of the latter, and went to the old
woman’s. At the first glance, and knowing nothing whatever
of her personally, she inspired him with an unaccountable
loathing. He took her two notes, and on leaving went into a
poor Zraktir, or restaurant, and ordered some tea. He sat
down musing, and strange thoughts flitted across his mind and
became hatched in his brain. Close by, at another table, were
seated a student, whom he did not know, and a young officer.
They had been playing billiards, and were now drinking tea,
Suddenly Raskolnikoff heard the student give the officer the
address of Alena Ivanovna, the widow of a professor, as one
who lent money on pledges. This alone struck Raskolnikoff
as very peculiar. They were talking of the same person he had
just been to see. No doubt it was pure chance, but, at the
moment he was struggling against an impression he could not
overcome, this stranger’s words came and gave extra force to
it. The student went on talking, and began to give his com-
panion some account of Alena Ivanovna.

“She is well-known,” he said, “and always good for money.
She is as rich as a Jew, and can advance five thousand roubles
at a moment's notice ; yet she will take in pledge objects worth
as little as a rouble. She is quite a providence to many of our
fellows—but such an old hag!” And he went on explaining
that she was grasping, evil, and capricious, held articles as for-
feited if one day behind the time ; she advanced no more than
a quarter of the value on anything, and charged five and even
six per cent. interest per month, and so on. She had a sister,
Elizabeth, who lived with her, and Alena Ivanovna ill-treated
her and kept her in perfect subjugation like a child, although
the latter was almost a giantess and the former considerably
under sized.

“It’s quite phenomenal!” he exclaimed, and burst out
laughing,
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The conversation then turned upon Elizabeth. The student
spoke of her with evident pleasure and still laughing. The
officer listencd to his friend with considerable interest, and
begged him to send him Elizabcth to mend his clothes ; and
Raskolnikoff did not miss a word, and thus learned all. She
was younger than Alena Ivanovna, and only her halfsister, and
was about thirty five years of age. She worked day and night
for the old woman—cooked, washed, and slaved for her, besides
doing sewing for sale and going out charing ; and she gave up
all her earnings to her sistet. She durst not accept any work
or take any order without Alena Ivanovna’s permission. The
latter, it was known, had madea will, according to which Elizabeth
got nothing beyond the sticks of furniture: her money was all
left to a monastery in the Province of N for perpetual
prayers for her soul. Elizabeth was extraordinarily tall and ill-
proportioned, with long ill-shod feet. She, however, kept her-
self very clean. What most surprised the student and made
him laugh was that Elizabeth was continually getting in the
family-way.

“But you pretend she’s a perfect monster ?” observed the
officer.

“She is certainly very dark-skinned ; she is just like a soldier
dressed up as a woman, but it does not follow that she’s exactly
a monster. She has such a good-natured countenance, and
there is so much sympathy in the expression of her eyes that she
pleases many people. She is very quiet, too, very gentle,
very patient, and so easygoing. And she has such a sweet
smile.”

“ Ah, she seems to please you,” said the officer, sniling.

“ Her oddness interests me. But I tell you what I would
dp I would kill that damnable old hag, and take all she is
possessed of, without any qualm of conscience,” exclaimed the
student excitedly. The officer laughed, but Raskolnikoff shud-
dered. The words just uttered so strongly echoed his own
thoughts. “Let me put a serious question to you,” resumed
the student, more and more excited. “I have hitherto been
joking, but now listen to this. On the one side here is a silly,
flint-hearted, evil-minded, sulky old woman, necessary to no
one—on the contrary, ,pernicious to all—and who does not
know herself why she lives.”

“ Well ?” said the officer. -

% Hear me further. On the other hand, young fresh strength




60 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT,

droops and is lost for want of sustenance ; this is the case with
thousands everywhere! A hundred, a thousand good deeds
and enterprises could be carried out and upheld with the
money this old woman has bequeathed to a monastery. A
dozen families might be saved from hunger, want, ruin, crime,
and misery, and all with her money! Kill her, I say, take it
from her, and dedicate it to the service of humanity and the
general good! What is your opinion? Shall not one little

.. crime be effaced and atoned for by by a thousand go»d deeds?

For one useless life a thousand lives saved from decay
and death. One death, and a hundred beings restored to ex-
istence ! There's a calculation for you. -What in proportion is
the life of this miserable old woman? No more than the life of
a flea, a beetle, nay, not even that, for she is pernicious. She
preys on other lives. She lately bit Elizabeth’s finger, in a fit
of passion, and nearly bit it off!”

“Certainly she does not deserve to live,” observed the
officer, “but nature —”

¢ Ah, my friend, nature has to be governed and guided, or
we should be drowned in prejudices. Without it there would
never be one great man. They say ‘duty is conscience.” Now
I have nothing to say against duty and conscience, but let us
see, how do we understand them ? Let me put another ques-
tion to you. Listen.”

“Stop a minute, I will give you one.”

“Well ?”

“ After all you have said and declaimed, tell me—are you
going to kill the old woman yourself, or not?”

“Of course not. I only pointed out the inequality of things.
As for the deed——"

“Well, if you won’t, it'’s my opinion that it would not be
just to do so! Come, let’s have another game !”

Raskolnikoff was in the greatest agitation. Still, there was
nothing extraordinary in this conversation ; it was not the first
time he had heard, only in other forms and on other topics, such
ideas from the lips of the young and hot-headed. But why
should he, of all men, happen to overhear such a conversation
and such ideas, when the very same thoughts were being en-
gendered in himself 7—and why precisely #4e#, immediately on
his becoming possessed of them and on leaving the old woman ?
Strange, indeed, did this coincidence appear to him. This idle
conversation was destined to have a fearful influence on his
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destiny, extending to the most trifling incident and causing
him to feel sure he was the instrument of a fixed purpose.

On his return from the market, he flung himself upon his
couch and sat motionless for a whole hour. It became dark,
he had no light, but sat on. He could never afterwards
recollect his thoughts at the time. At last he felt cold, and a
shiver ran through him. He recognised with delight that he
was sitting on his couch and could lie down, and soon he
fell into a deep, heavy sleep. He slept much longer than
usual, and his slumbers were undisturbed by dreams. Nastasia,
who came to his room the next morning at ten o’clock, had
great difficulty in awakening him. The servant brought him
some bread and, the same as the day before, what was left of
her tea.

“Not up yet!” exclaimed she indignantly. “How can
you sleep so long ?”

Raskolnikoff raised himself with an effort ; his head ached;
he got upon his feet, took a few steps, and.then dropped down
again upon the couch.

“ What, again !” cried Nastasia, “but you must be ill then?”*
He did not answer. “ Would you like some tea? ”

¢ By-and-by,” he muttered painfully, after which he closed
his eyes and turned his face to the wall. Nastasia, standing
over him, remained watching him for a while.

“ After all, he’s perhaps ill,” said she, before withdrawing.

At two o'clock she returned with some soup. Raskolnikoff
was still lying on the couch. He had not touched the tea.
The servant became angry and shook the lodger violently.
¢ Whatever makes you sleep thus? ” scolded she, eyeing him
contemptuously.

He sat up, but answered not a word, and remained with his
eyes fixed on the floor.

“ Are you ill, or are you not?” asked Nastasia. This second
question met with no more answer than the first. “You should
go out,” continued she, after a pause, *the fresh air would do
you good. Ycu’ll eat something, will you not ? ” ‘

¢ By-and-by,” answered he feebly. “Go away!” and he
motioned her off. She remained a moment longer, watching
him with an air of pity, and then left the room.

After a few minutes he raised his eyes, gave a long look
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at the tea and soup, and then began to eat. He swallowed
three or four spoonfuls without the least appetite—almost
mechanically. His head felt better. When he had finished
his light repast, he again lay down on the couch, but he could
not sleep and remained motionless, flat on his stomach, his
face buried in the pillow. His reverie kept conjuring up strange
scenes. At one time he was in Africa, in Egypt, on some oasis,
where pims were dotted about. The caravans were at rest,
the camels lay quietly, and the travellers were eating their
evening meal. They drank water direct from the stream which
ran murmuring close by. How refreshing was the marvellously
blue water, and how beautifully clear it looked as it ran over
many-coloured stones and mingled with the golden spangles of
the sandy bottom ! All at once he clearly heard the hour
chiming. He shuddered, raised his head, looked at the window
to calculate the time. He came to himself immediately, and
jumped up, and, going on tiptoe, silently opened the door and
stood listening on the landing. His heart beat violently. But
not a sound came from the staircase. It seemed as though
the house was wrapped in sleep. He could not understand
how he had been able to sleep away the time as he had done,
whilst nothing was prepared for the enterprise. And yet it was,
perhaps, six o’clock that had just struck.

Then, he became excited as he felt what there was to be
done, and he endeavoured with all his might to keep his
thoughts from wandering and concentrate his mind on his task,
All the time his heart thumped and beat until he could hardly
draw breath. In the first place it was necessary to make a
loop and fasten to his coat. He went to his pillow and took
from amongst the linen he kept there an old and dirty shirt
and tore part of it into strips. He then fastened a couple of
these together, and, taking oft his coat—a stout cotton summer
one-—beganto sew the loop inside, under the left arm. His
hands shook violently, but he accomplished his task satis- .
factorily, and when he again put on his coat nothing was
visible. Needle and thread had been procured long ago, and .
lay on the table in a piece of paper. The loop was provided
for a hatchet. It would never have done to have appeared in
the streets carrying a hatchet, and if he placed it under the
coat, it would have been necessary to hold it with his hands ;
but with the loop all he had to do was to put the iron in it and
it would hang of itself under the coat, and with his hands in
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his pockets he could keep it from shaking, and no one could
suspect that he was carrying anything. He had thought over
all this about a fortnight before.

Having finished his task, Raskolnikoff inserted his finger in
a small crevice in the ﬂoor under his couch, and brought out
the pledge with which he had been careful to provide himself.
This pledge was, however, only a sham—a thin smooth piece of
wood about the size and thickness of a silver cigarette-case,
which he had found in a yard adjoining a carpenter’s shop, and
a thin piece of iron of about the same size, which he had
picked up in the street. He fastened the two together firmly
with thread, then proceeded to wrap them up neatly in a piece
of clean white paper, and tie the parcel in such a manner that
it would be difficult to undo it again. This was all done in
order to occupy the attention of the old woman and to seize a
favourable opportunity when she would be busy with the knot.
The piece of iron was simply added for weight, in order that
she might not immediately detect the fraud. He had just
finished, and had put the packet in his pocket, when in the
court below resounded the cry :

“Six o’clock struck long ago !”

“Long ago! Good heavens |”

He ran to the door, listened, seized his hat, and went down
the stairs cautiously and stealthlly as a cat. He still had the
most important thing to do—to steal the hatchet out of the
kitchen. That a hatchet was the best instrument, he had long
since decided. He had an old garden-knife, but on a knife—
especially on his own strength—he could not rely ; he finally
fixed on the hatchet. A peculiarity was to be noticed in all
these resolutions of his ; the more definitely they were settled,
the more absurd and horrible they immediately appeared to his
eyes, and never, for a moment, did he feel sure of the execution
of his project. But even if every question had been settled,
every doubt cleared away, every dithiculty overcome, he would
probably have renounced his design on the instant, as some-
thing absurd, monstrous, and impossible.. But there w.re still
a houst of matters to arrange, of problems to solve. As to
procuring the hatchet, this trifle did not trouble Raskolnikoff
in the least, for nothing was easier, As a matter of fact
Nastasia was scarcely ever at home, especially of an evening.
She was constantly out gossiping with friends or tradespeople,
and that was the reason of her mistress’s constant complaints,
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When the time came, all he would have to do would be to
quietly enter the kitcLen and take the hatchet, and then to
replace it an hour afterwards when all was over. But perhaps
this would not be as easy as he fancied. “ Suppose,” said the
young man to himself, ‘“ that when, in an hour’s time, I come
to replace the hatchet, Nastasia should have come in. Now,
in that case, I could naturally not enter the kitchen until she
had gone out again. But supposing during this time she
notices the absence of the hatchet, she will grumble, perhaps
kick up a shindy, and that will serve to denounce me, or at
least might do so!”

But these were mere details, which he did not care to think
about ; besides, he had no time to do so. He had to come to
a decision about the thing itself ; when he had done so it would
be quite time enough to consider the, accessory part of it.
This last condition, the most essential of all, seemed to him
impossible to realise. For instance, he could not imagine
that, at a given moment, he would cease to think, would rise
up and go straightway there. Even in his recent rekearsal
(that is to say the visit he had paid to the old woman’s in order
to definitively feel his ground), he had been far from rehearsing
seriously. An actor without conviction, he had been unable
to sustain his part, and had hastened away indignant with
himself. Yet, from the moral point of view, Raskolnikoff had
reason to consider the question solved. His keen casuistry
had disposed of all objcctions, but when he no longer found
them within, he sought for them without. Impelled, ap-
parently, by some blind, irresistible, sujernatural force, he
groped for something to which he might cling. The un-
expected incidents of the preceding evening were working
upon him half mechanically, just as a man who has allowed a
flap of his coat to catch on the cog of a wheel soon finds him-
se!f hopelessly entangled in the machinery. The first question
on which he dwelt was one that had often passed his mind
before: How is it that almost all crimes are so easily dis-
covered, and what puts us on the track of the criminal?

By degrees, he arrived at several singular conclusions. He
argued that this was owing rather to the criminal's own de-
meanour than to the material impossibility of concealing his
crime; that, at the fatal moment, his resolution and mental
power gave way, and that hence he behaved with childish sim-
plicity and abnormal thoughtlessness, just when prudence and
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circumspection were all-important.  Raskolnikoff compared
this aberration of judgment and want of purpose to a morbid
malady, developing gradually and attaining its maximum degree
just before the pcrpetration of the crime, and continuing to
exist under the same form at the fatal moment and for some
time after (to a greater or less degree, according to the indi-
vidual), to vanish finally, like every other malady. One point
that required clearing up was, whether the crime is the result
of disease, or whether the crime, by virtue of its nature, is not
always accompanied by some morbid phenomena; but this the
young man did not feel himself able, as yet, to solve.

While reasoning thus, he persuaded himself that he, per-
sonally, was secure against any such mental weakness, and that
he was capable of retaining his resolution and intelligence
throughout his enterprise, for the simple reason that the latter
was not a crime, We have no intention of rehearsing the
arguments which had led him to #4is conclusion. We shall
mercly observe that throughout his musings, the practical side
of his enterprise, the purcly material ditficulties in the way of
its accomplishment, were all passed over. “Let me but pre-
serve my presence of mind and resolution, and when the
moment for action comes I shall triumph over every obstacle.”
Still he did not set to work. He believed less than ever in the
ultimate persistence of his resolution, and when the clock
struck seven he started as if awaking from a dream.

Before he had got to the bottom of the staircase, a trifling
circumstance came and upset all his plans. On reaching his
landlady’s landing, he found the kitchen-door wide open, as
usual, and he peeped in, in order to make sure that, in the
absence of Nastasia, her mistress was not there, and that the
doors of the other rooms were closed. But great was his
annoyance to find Nastasia there herself, engaged in hanging
clothes on a line. Perceiving the young man, she stopped and
turned to him inquiringly. He averted his eyes and went away
without remark. But the affair was done for. There was no
hatchet, he was fru-trated entirely. He felt crushed, nay,
humiliated, but a feeling of brutal vindictiveness at his di-ap-
pointment soon ensued, and he continued down the stairs,
smiling maliciously to himself. He stood hesitating at the
gate. To walk about the streets or to go back were equaliy
repugnant. “To think that I have missed such a splendid
opportunity 1” he murmured as he stood aimlessly at the
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entrance, leaning near the open door of the porter’s lodge
Suddenly he started—something in the dark room attracted his
eye. He looked quietly around. No one was near. He
descended the two steps on tiptoe, and called for the porter.
There was no reply, and he rushed headlong to the hatchet,

" (it was a hatchet), secured it where it lay among some wood,

and hurriedly fastened it to the loop as he made his way out
into the street. No one saw him! ¢ There's more of the
devil in this than my design,” he said smiling to himself. The
occurrence gave him fresh courage.

He went away quietly in order not to excite any suspicion,
and walked along the street with his eyes studiously fixed on
the ground, avoiding the faces of the passers-by. Suddenly he
recollected his hat. ‘“Good heavens! the day before yester-
day I had money, and not to have thought of that! I could so
easily have bought a cap!” and he began cursing himself.
Glancing casually in a shop, he saw it was ten minutes past
seven. He had yet a long way to go, as he was making a circuit,
not wishing to walk direct to the house. He kept off, as much
as he was able, all thought of his mission, and on the way
reflected upon possible improvements of the public
grounds, upon the desirability of fountains, and why pecple
lived where there were ncither parks nor fountains, but only
mud, lime, and bricks, emitting horrid exhalations and every
conceivable foulness. This reminded him of his own walks
about the Cyennaza, and he came to himself.

“ How true it is that persons being led to execution interest
themselves in anything that strikes them on the way!” was
" the thought that came into his head, but it passed away like
lightning to be succeeded by some other. ¢ Here we are—
there is the gate.” It struck half-past seven as he stood near
the house.

To his delight, he passed in without observation. As if on

urpose, at the very same moment a load of hay was going
in, and it completely screened him. On the other side of the
load, a dispute or brawl was evidently taking place, and he
gained the old woman's staircase in a second. Recovering
his breath and pressing his hand to his beating heart, he
commenced the ascent, though first feeling for the hatchet
and arranging it. Every minute he stopped to listen. The
stairs were quite deserted, and every door was closed. No
one met him. On the second floor, indeed, the door of
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an empty lodging was wide open ; some painters were working
there, but they did not look up. He stopped a moment to
think, and then continued the ascent: “ No doubt it would
be better if they were not there, but fortunately there are two
more floors above them.” At last he reached the fourth
floor, and Alena Ivanovna’s door; the lodging facing it was
unoccupied. The lodging on the third floor, just beneath
the old woman’s, was also apparently empty. The card that
used to be on the door had gone; the lodgers had, no doubt,
moved. Raskolnikoff was stifling. He stood hesitating a
moment: “Had I not better ego away?” But without
answering the question, he waited and listened. Not a sound
issued from the old woman’s apartments. The staircase was
filled with the same silence. After listening for a long time,
the young man cast a last glance around, and again felt his
hatchet. “ Do I not look too pale?” thought he. “ Do I
not appear too agitated? She is mistrustful. I should do
well to wait a little, to give my emotion time to calm down.”

But instead of becoming quieter, his heart throbbed more
violently. He could stand it no longer, and, raising his hand
towards the bell-rope, he pulled it towards him. After waiting
half a minute, he rang again—this time a little louder. No
answer. To ring like a deaf man would® have been useless,
stupid even. The old woman was certainly at home ; but,
suspicious by nature, she was likely to be so all the more
then, as she happened to be alone. Raskolnikoff knew some-
thing of Alena Ivanovna's habits. He therefore placed his
ear to the door. Had the circumstances amid which he was
placed strangely developed his power of hearing, which, in
general, is difficult to admit, or was the sound really easily
perceptible? Anyhow, he suddenly became aware that a
hand was being cautiously placed on the lock, and that a
dress rustled against the door. Someone inside was going
through exactly the same movements as he on the landing.
Someone, standing up against the lock, was listening whilst -
trying to hide her presence, and had probably her ear also
against the door.

In order to avoid all idea of mystery, the young man
purposely moved about rather noisily, and muttered something
half aloud ; then he rang a third time, but gently and coolly,
without allowing the bell to betray the least sign of impatience.
Raskolnikoff never forgot this moment of his life. When, in
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after-days, he thought over it, he could never understand how
he had been able to display such cunning, especially at a
time when emotion was now and again depriving him of the
free use of his intellectual and physical faculties. After a
short while he heard the bolt withdrawn.

-

CHAPTER VIL

HE door, as before, was opened a little, and again the
two eyes, with mistrustful glance, peeped out of the dark.
Then Raskolnikoff lost his presence of mind and made a serious
mistake. Fearing that the old woman would take alarm at
finding they were alone, and knowing that his appearance
would not reassure her, he took hold of the door and pulled it
towards him in order to prevent her shutting it again if she
should be thus minded. Seeing this, she held on to the lock,
so that he almost drew her together with the door on to the
staircase. She recovered herself, and stood to prevent his
entrance, speechless with fright.

“Good evening, Alena Ivanovna,” he commenced, trying to
speak with unconcern, but his voice did not obey hlm and he
faltered and trembled, “ Good evening, J have brought you
something, but we had better go into the light.” He pushed
past her and entered the room uninvited. The old woman
followed and found her tongue.

“ What is it you want? Who are you ? ” she commenced.

¢ Pardon me, Alena Ivanovna, your old acquaintance
Raskolnikoff. I have brought a pledge, as I promised the
other day,” and he held out the packet to her.

The old woman was about to examine it, when she raised
her eyes and looked straight into those of the visitor who had
entered so unceremoniously. She examined him attentively,
distrustfully, for a minute. Raskolnikoff fancied there was a
gleam of mockery in her look as it she guessed all. He felt
he was changing colour, and that if she kept her glance upon
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him much longer without saying a word he would be obliged
to run away.

““Why are you looking at me thus? ” he said at last in anger.
“ Will you take it or not ? or shall I take it elsewhere? 1 have
no time to waste.” He did not intend to say this, but the
words came out. The tone seemed to quiet her suspicions.

“Why were you so impatient, datuchka? Whatisit?” she
asked, glancing at the pledge.

“The silver cigarctte-case of which I spoke the other

»
She held out her hand. *‘But why are you so pale, why do
your hands shake? What is the matter with you, batuchka?”
¢ Fever,” replied he abruptly. * You would be pale too if you
had nothing to eat.” He could hardly speak the words and
felt his strength failing. But there was some plausibility in his
reply ; and the old woman took the pledge.

““What is it?” she asked once more, weighing it in her
hand and looking straight at her visitor.

¢ Cigarette-case, silver, look at it.”

“It doesn’t feel as though it were in silver. Oh! what a
dreadful knot ! ”

She began to untie the packet and turned to the light (all
the windows were closed in spite of the heat). Her back was
turned towards Raskolnikoff, and for a few seconds she paid no
further attention to him. He opened his coat, frced the
hatchet from the loop, but did not yet take it from its hiding-
place ; he held it with his right-hand beneath the garment.
His limbs were weak, each moment they grew more numbed
and stiff. He feared his fingers would relax their hold of the
hatchet. Then his head turned giddy.

“ What is this you bring me ? ” cried Alena Ivanovna, turning
to him in a rage.

There was not a moment to lose now. He pulled out the
hatchet, raised it with both hands, and let it descend without
force, almost mechanically, on the old woman's head. But
directly he had struck the blow his strength returned.
According to her usual habit, Alena Ivanovna was bareheaded.
Her scanty grey locks, greasy with oil, were gathered in one .
thin plait, which was fixed to the back of her neck by means
of a piece of horn comd. The hatchet struck her just on the
sinciput, and this was partly owing to her small stature, She
scarcely uttered a faint cry and collapsed at once all in a heap

F
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on the floor ; yet she still had strength to raise her arms to her
head while one of her hands continued to clutch the pledge.
Then Raskolnikoff, whose arm had regained all its vigour, struck
two fresh blows with the hatchet on the crown of the old
woman’s head. The blood spurted out in streams and the
body rolled heavily over. At that moment the young man
drew back ; so soon as he biheld his victim stretched on the
floor he bent over her face; she was dead. The wide-open
eyes seemed about to jump from their sockets, the convulsions
of death had given a grimacing expression to the countenance.

The murderer laid his batchet down and at once began to
search the corpse, taking the greatest precaution not to get
stained with the blood ; he remembered seeing Alena Ivanovna,
on the occasion of his last visit, take her keys from the right-
hand pocket of her dress. ' He was in full possession of his
intellect ; he felt neither giddy nor dazed, but his hands con-
tinued to shake. Later on, he recollected that he had been
very prudent, very attentive, that he had taken every care not
to soil himself. It did not take him long to find the keys;
the same as the other day, they were all together on a steel
ring. Having secured them, Raskolnikoff at once passed into
the bedroom. It was a very small apartment; on one side was
a large glass-case full of holy images, on the other a great bed
looking very clean with its quilted-silk patchwork coverlet.
The third wall was occupied Dy a chest of drawers. Strange
to say, the young man had no sooner attempted to open them,
he had no sooner commenced to try the keys, than a kind of
shudder ran through his frame. Again the idea came to him
to give up his task and go away, but this velleity only lasted a
second : it was now too late to draw back.

He was even smiling at having for a moment entertained such
a thought, when he was suddenly seized with a tcrrible anxiety:
suppose the old woman were still alive, suppose she recovered
consciousness. Leaving at once the keys and the drawers, he
hastened to the corpse, seized the hatchet, and prepared to
strike another blow at his victim, but he found there was no
necessity to do so. Alena Ivanovna was dead beyond all
doubt. Leaning over her again to examine her closer, Raskol-
nikoff saw that the skull was shattered. He was about to touch
her with his fingers, but drew back, as it was quite unnecessary.
There was a pool of blood upon the floor. Suddenly noticing
a bit of cord round the old woman’s neck, the young man gave
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it a tug, but the gory stuff was strong, and did not break. The
murde er then tried to remove it by drawing it down the body.
But this second attempt was no more successful than the first,
the cord encountered some obstacle and became fixed. Burn-
ing with impatience, Raskolnikoff brandished the hatchet,
ready to strike the corpse and sever the confounded string at
the same blow. However, he could not make up his mind to
proceed with such brutality. At last, after trying for two
minutes, and staining his hands with blood, he succeeded in
severing the cord with the blade of the hatchet without further
disfiguring the dead body. As he had imagined, there was
purse suspended to the old woman’s neck. Besides this there
was also a small enamelled medal and two crosses, one of
cypress-wood, the other of brass. The greasy purse, a little
chamois-leather bag, was as full as it could hold. Raskol-
nikoff thrust it in his pocket without examining the contents.
He then threw the crosses on his victim’s breast, and hastily
returned to the bedroom, taking the hatchet with him.

His impatience was now intense, he seized the keys, and
again set to work. But all his attempts to open the drawers
were unavailing, and this was not so much owing to the shak-
ing of his hands as to his continual misconceptions. He could
see, for instance, that a certain key would not fit the lock, and
yet he continued to try and insert it. All on a sudden he
recalled a conjecture he had formed on the occasion of his
preceding visit: the big key with the toothed wards, whica
was attached to the ring with the smaller ones, probably
belonged, not to the drawers, but to some box in which the old
woman, no doubt, hoarded up her valuables. Without further
troubling about the drawers, he at once looked under the bed,
aware that old women are in the habit of hiding their treasures
in such places. And there indeed was a trunk with rounded
lid, covered with red morocco and studded with steel nails.
Raskolnikoff was able to insert the key in the lock without the
least difficulty. When he opened the box he perceived a hare-
skin cloak trimmed with red lying on a white sheet ; beneath
the fur was a silk dress, and then a shawl, the rest of the con-
tents appeared to be nothing but rags. The young man com-
menced by wiping his blood-stained hands on the red trim-
ming. ‘It will not show so much on red.” Then he suddenly
seemed to change his mind: “ Heavens ! am I going mad?”
thought he with fright,
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But scarcely had he touched these clothes than a gold watch
rolled from under the fur. e then overhauled everything in
the box. Among the rags were various gold trinkets, which
had all probably been pledged with the old woman : bracelets,
chains, earrings, scarf-pins, &c. Some were in their cases.
while the others were tied up with tape 1n pieces of newspaper
folded in two. Raskolnikoff did not hesitate, he laid hands
on these jewels, and stowed them away in the pockets of his
coat and trousers, without opening the cases nor untying the
packets ; but he was soon interrupted in his work——

Footsteps resounded in the other room. He stopped short,
frozen with terror. But the noise having ceased, he was
already imagining he had been mistaken, when suddenly he
distantly heard a faint cry, or rather a kind of feeble inter-
rupted moan. At the end of a minut: or two, everything was
again as silent as death. Raskolnikoff had seated himself on
the floor beside the trunk and was waiting, scarcely daring to
breathe ; suddenly he bounded up, caught up the hatchet, and
rushed from the bedroom. In the centre of the apartment,
Elizabeth, a huge bundle in her hands, stood gazingin a terror-
stricken way at her dead sister ; white as a sheet, she dic not
seem to have the strength to call out. On the sudden appear-
ance of the murderer, she began to quake in every limb, and
nervous twitches passed over her face: she tried to raise hcr
arm, to open her mouth, but she was unable to utter the least
cry, and, slowly retreating, her gaze still riveted on Raskol-
nikoff, she sought refuge in a corner. The poor woman drew
back in perfect silence, as though she had no breath left in her
body. The young man rushed upon her, brandishing the
hatchet; the wretched creature’s lips assumed the doleful
expression peculiar to quite young children when, beginning to
feel frightened of something, they gaze fixedly at the object
which has raised their alarm, and are on the point of crying
out. Terror had so completely stupefied this unfortunate
Elizabeth, that, though threatened by the hatchet, she did not
even think of protecting her face by holding her hands before
her head, with that mechanical gesture which the instinct of
self-preservation prompts on such occasions. She scarcely
raised her left arm, and extended it slowly in the direction of
the murderer, as though to keep him off. The hatchet pene-
trated her skull, laying it open from the upper part of the
forchead to the crown, Elizabeth fell down dead.  No longer
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aware of what he did, Raskolnikoff took the bundle from his
victim's hand, then dropped it and ran to the anteroom.

He was more and more terrified, especially after this second
murder, entirely unpremeditated by him. He was in a hurry
to be gone; had he then been in a state to see things more
clearly, had he only been able to form an idea of the difficul-
ties besetting his position, to see how desperate, how hideous,
how absurd it was, to understand how many obstacles there
still remained for him to surmount, perhaps even crim's to
commit, to escape from this house and return home, he would
most likely have withdrawn from the struggle, and have gone
at once and given himself up to justice; 1t was not cowardice
which would have prompted him to do so, but the horror of
what he had done. This last impression became more and
more powerful every minute. Nothing in the world could now
have made him return to the trunk, nor even re-enter the
room in which it lay. Little by little his mind became diverted
by other thoughts, and he lapsed into a kind of reverie ; at
times the murderer seemed to forget his position, or rather the
most important part of it, and to concentrate his attention on
trifles.  After a while, happening to glance in the kitchen, he
observed a pail half full of water, standing on a bench, and
that gave him the idea of washing his hands and the hatchet.
The blood had made his hands sticky. After plunging the
blade of the hatcket in the water, he took a small piece of soap
which ay on the window-sill, and commenced his ablutions.
When he had washed his hands, he set to cleaning the iron
part of his weapon ; then he devoted three minutes to soaping
the wooden handle, which was also stained with blood.

After this he wiped it with a cloth which had been hung up
to dry on a line stretched across the kitchen. This done, he
drew near the window and carefully examined the hatchet for
some minutes. The accusing stains had disappv-ared, but the
handle was still damp. Raskolnikoff carefully hid the weapon
under his coat by replacing it in the loop ; after which, he
minutely inspected his clothes, that is to say so far as the dim
light of the kitchen allowed him to do so. He saw nothing
suspicious about the coat and trousers, but there were blood-
stains on the boots. He removed them with the aid of a
damp rag. But these precautions only half reassured him, for
he knew that he could not see properly and that certain stains
had very likely escaped him. He stood irrcsolute in the
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middle of the room, a prey to a sombre, agonising thought, the
thought that he was going mad, that at that moment he was not
in a fit state to come to a determination and to watch over his
security, that his way of going to work was probably not the
one the circumstances demanded. ““ Good heavens! I ought
to go, to go away at once!” murmured he, and he rushed to
the anteroom where the greatest terror he had yet experienced
awaited him.

He stood stock-still, not daring to believe his eyes :—the door
of the lodging, the outer door which opened on to the landing,
the same one at which he had rung a little while before and by
which he had entered, was open ; up till then it had remained
ajar, the old woman had no doubt omitted to close it by way
of precaution; it had been neither locked nor bolted! But
he had seen Elizabeth after that. How was it that it had not
occurred to him that she had come in by way of the door?
She could not have entered the lodging through the wall. He
shut the door and bolted it. ‘But no, that is not what I
should do? I must go away, go away.” He drew back the
bolt and, after opening the door again, stood listening on the

landing.
He stood thus a long while. Down below, probably at the
street-door, two noisy voices were vociferating insults, “ Who

can those people be?” He waited patiently.- At last the
noise ceased, the brawlers had taken their departure. The
young man was about to do the same, when a door on the
floor immediately below was noisily opened and someone went
downstairs, humming a tune. ‘ Whatever are they all up to?”
wondered Raskolnikoff, and closing the door again he waited
a while. At length all became silent as before ; but just as he
was preparing to go duwn, he suddenly became aware of a
fresh sound, footsteps as yet far off, at the bottom of the stair-
case ; and he no sooner heard them than he guessed the
truth :—someone was coming t4ere, to the old woman’s on the
fourth floor. Whence came this presentiment? What was
there so particularly significant in the sound of these footsteps ?
They were heavy, regular, and rather slow than hurried. He
has now reached the first floor, he still continues to ascend.
The sound is becoming plainer and plainer. He pants as
though with asthma at each step he takes. He has commenced
the third flight. He will soon be on the fourth | And Raskol-
nikofl felt suddenly seized as with a general paralysis, the same
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as happens when a person has the nightmare and fancies him-
self pursued by enemies ; they are on the point of catching him,
thiey will kill him, and yet he remains spell-bound, unable to
move a limb.,

‘I'he stranger was now ascending the fourth flight. Raskol-
nikoff, who until then had been riveted to the landing with
fright, was at length able to shake off his torpor, and hastily
re-entered the apartment, closing the door behind him. Then
he bolted it, being careful to make as little noise as possible.
Instinct rather than reason prompted him to do this. When
he had finished, he remained close to the door, listening,
scarcely daring to breathe. The visitor was now on the land-
ing. Only the thickness of the door separated the two men.
The unknown was in the same position towards Raskolnikoff
as the latter had been a little while before towards the old
woman. The visitor stood panting for some little time, “ He
must be stout and big,” thought the young man as he clasped
the hatchet firmly in his hand. It was all like a dream to him.
The visitor gave a violent pull at the bell. He immediately
fancied he heard something move inside. He listened atten-
tively during a few seconds, then he gave another ring and
again waited ; suddenly losing patience, he began to shake the
door-handle with all his might. Raskolnikoff watched with
terror the bolt trembling in the socket, expecting to see it
shoot back at any moment, so violent were the jerks given to
the door. It occurred to him to hold the bolt in its place
with his hand, but the maz might have found it out. His
head was turning quite dizzy again. “I shall betray myself|”
thought he ; but he suddenly recovered his presence of mind
as the unknown broke the silence.

“Are they both asleep, or has someone strangled them ?
The thrice-confounded creatures!” growled the visitor in a
guttural voice. “Hi! Alena Ivanovna, you old sorceress!
Elizabeth Ivanovna, you indescribable beauty !'—open! Oh!
the witches | can they be asleep ?”

In his exasperation he rang ten times running, and as loud
as he possibly could. ‘This man was evidently not a stranger
there, and was in the habit of being obeyed. At the same
moment some light and rapid footsteps resounded on the stair-
case, It was another person coming to the fourth tloor.
Raskolnikoff was not at first aware of the newcomer’s arrival,

*Is it possible that there’s no one at home ? ” said the latter
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in a loud and hearty tone of voice, addressing the first visitor
who was still tugging at the bell-pull. “ Good day, Koch!”

¢ Judging by his voice, he must be quite a young mian,”
immediately thought Raskolnikoff.

“The devil only knows ! I've almost smashed the lock,”
replied Koch. ¢ But how is it you know me?

“What a question]! The day before yesterday I played you
at billiards, at Gambrinus’s, and won three games right
off.”

6 Ah !’l

#So they’re not at home? That’s strange. I might almost
say it’s vidiculous. Where can the old woman have gone? I
want to speak with her.”

““ And I too, batuchka, 1 want to speak with her.”

“Well, what's to be be done? I suppose we must go back
to whence we came. I wanted to borrow some money of her!”
exclaimed the young man.

% Of course we must go back again ; but why then did she
make an appointment ? She herself, the old witch, told me to
come at this hour. And it’s a long way to where I live.
Where the deuce can she be? I don’t understand it. She
never stirs from one year’s end to the other, the old witch ; she
quite rots in the place, her legs have always got something the
matter with them, and now all on a sudden she goes gallivant-
ing about 1”7

“ Suppose we question the porter ? ”

“ What for ?”

% To find out where she'’s gone and when she will be back.”

¢ Hum l—the deuce !-—question but she never goes any-
where.” And he again tugged at the door-handle. “The devil
take her ! there’s nothing to be done but to go.”

*“Wait !” suddenly exclaimed the young man, “look l—do
you notice how the door resists when we pull it?”

“ Well, what then?”

¢ Why, that shows that it’s not locked, but bolted! Hark
how it clinks |”

“Well ?”

“Don’t you understand? That shows that one of them
must be at home If both were out, they would have locked
the door after them, and not have bolted it inside. Listen,
don’t you hear the noise it makes? Well, to bolt one’s door,
one must be at howe, you understand. Therefore it follows
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that they are at home, only for some reason or other they don’t
open the door!”

“Why, yes, you're right!” exclaimed the astonished Koch,
“So they're there, are they?” And he again shook the door
violently.

“ Stay |” resumed the young man, “don’t pull like that.
There’s something peculiar about this. You've rung, you've
pulled at the door with all your might, and they haven’t
answered”you; therefore, they've either both fainted away,
or

“What ?” ,

“This is what we had better do : have the porter up, so that
he may find out what’s the matter.”

“That’s not a bad idea !”

They both started downstairs.

“Stop ! you stay here ; I'll fetch the porter.”

“ Why stay here?”

¢ Well, one never knows what might happen—"

“All nght ”

£You see, I might also pass for an examining magistrate |
There's something very peculiar about all this, that’s evident,
e-vident!” said the young man excitedly, and he hastily
made his way down the stairs.

Left alone, Koch rang again, but gently this time ; then,
with a thoughtful air, he began to play with the door handle,
turning it first one way, then .the other, so as to make sure the
door was only bolted. After this, with a great deal of puffing
and blowing, he stooped down to look through the keyhole,
but the key was in the lock, and turned in such a way that
one could not see through. Standing up on the other side of
the door, Raskolnikoff still held the hatchet in his hands. He
was almost in a state of delirium and was preparing to attack
the two men the moment they forced an entrance. More
than once, on hearing them knocking and planning together,
he had felt inclined to put an end to the matter there and
then by calling out to them. At times, he experienced a
desire to abuse and defy them, whilst awaiting their irruption.
“The sooner it's over the better!” he kept thinking.

“The devil take them!” The time passed; still no one
came. Koch was beginning to lose patience. ‘““The devil
take them !” he muttered again, and, tired of wailing, he
relinguished his watch to go and find the young man. By
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degrees the sound of his heavy boots echoing on the stairs
ceased to be heard. .

* Heavens ! What shall I do?”

Raskolnikoff drew back the bolt and opened the door a
few inches. Reassured by the silence which reigned in the
house, and, moreover, scarcely in a fit state at the time to
reflect on what he did, he went out on to the landing, shut
the door behind him as securely as he could and turned to go
downstairs. He had already descended several steps when
suddenly a great uproar arose from one of the floors below.
Where could he hide? Concealment was impossible, so he
hastened upstairs again,

“Hi there ! hang it ! stop |”

He who uttered these cries had just burst out of one of the
lodgings, and was rushing down the stairs as fast as his legs
would carry him, yelling the while : Dmitri!| Dmitri! Dmitri!
May the devil take the fool !”

The rest died away in the distance ; the man who was
uttering these cries had already left the house far behind.
All was once more silent; but scarcely was this alarm over
than a fresh one succeeded it: several individuals talking
together in a loud tone of voice were noisily coming up the
stairs. There were three or four of them. Raskolnikoff
recognised the young man’s sonorous accents. It is them ! ”
No longer hoping to escape them, he advanced boldly to
meet them: ¢Let happen what will!” said he to himself:
“if they stop me, all is over; if they let me pass, all is over
just the same : they will remember passing me on the stairs.”
They were about to encounter him, only one flight separated
them—when suddenly he felt himself saved! A few steps
from him, to the right, there was an empty lodging with the
door wide open, it was that same one on the second floor
where he had seen the painters working, but, by a happy
chance, they had just left it. It was they, no doubt, who a
few minutes before had gone off, uttering those shouts. ‘The
paint on the floors was quite fresh, the workmen had left
their things in the middle of the room: a small tub, some
paint in an earthenware crock, and a big brush. In the
twinkling of an eye, Raskolnikoff glided into the deserted
apartment and hid himself as best he could up against the
wall. It was none too soon: his persecutors were already on
the landing ; they did not stop there, however, but went on up
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to the fourth floor, talking loudly amongst themselves. After
waiting till they had got sume distance off, he left the room on
tiptoe and hurried down as fast as his legs would carry him.
No one on the stairs ! No one either at the street-door! He
lst<;pped briskly outside, and, once in the street, turned to the
eft.

He knew very well, he knew without a doubt, that they who
were seeking him were at that moment in the old woman’s
lodging, and were amazed to find that the door, which a little
while before had been shut so securely, was now open.
“They're examining the corpses,” thought he; “it won’t take
them a minute to come to the conclusion that the murderer
. managed to hide himself from them as they went up the stairs ;
perhaps they may even have a suspicion that he stowed himself
away in the empty lodging on the second floor while they were
hurrying to the upper part of the house.” But, in spite of these
reflections, he did not dare to increase his pace, though he still
had a hundred steps or so to go before reaching the first turn-
ing. “Suppose I slipped into some doorway, in some out-of-
the-way street, and waited there a few minutes? No, that would
never do ! I might throw my hatchet away somewhere ? or take
acab? No good! nogood!” At last he reached a narrow
lane; he entered it more dead than alive. There, he was
almost in safety, and he knew it: in such a place, suspicion
could hardly be fixed upon him; while, on the other hand, it
was easier for him to avoid notice by mingling with the crowd.
But all these agonising events had so enfeebled him that he
could scarcely keep on his legs. Great drops of perspiration
streamed down his face; his neck was quite wet. “I think
you've had your fill]” shouted someone who took him for a
drunken man as he reached the canal-bank.

He no longer knew what he was doing ; the further he went,
the more obscure became his ideas. However, when he found
himself on the quay, he became frightencd at seeing so few
people there, and, fearing that he might be noticed on so
deserted a spot, he returned to the lane. Though he had
hardly the strength to put one leg before the other, he never-
theless took the longest way to reach his home. He had
scarcely recovered his presence of mind even when he crossed
the threshold ; at least the thought of the hatchet never came
to him until he was on the stairs. Yet the question he had to
solve wasa most scrious one: it consisted in returning the
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hatchet to the place he had taken it from, and in do’ng so with-
out attracting the least attention. Had he been more capable
of considering his position, he would certainly have understood
that, instead of replacing the hatchet, it would be far safer to get
rid of it by throwing it into the yard of some other house.

Nevertheless he met with no mishap. The door of the
porter’s lodge was closed, though not locked ; to all appearance,
therefore, the porter was at home. But Raskolnikoff had so
thoroughly lost all faculty of preparing any kind of plan, that
he walked straight to the door and opened it. If the porter
had asked him: “ What do you want?” perhaps he would
simply have handed him the hatchet. But, the same ason the
previous occasion, the porter was absent, and this gave the
young man every facility to replace the hatchet under the bench,
exactly where he had found it. Then he went upstairs and
reached his room without meeting a soul ; the door of his
1:ndlady’s apartments was shut. Once home again, he threw
himself on his couch justas he was. He did not sleep, but
lay in a sort of semi-consciousness. If anybody had then
appeared before him, he would have sprung up and cried out.
His head was swimming with a host of vague thoughts: do
what he could, he was unable to follow the thread of one of
them.
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ASKOLNIKOFF lay on the couch a very long while.
At times he seemed to rouse from this half-sleep, and .
then he noticed that the night was very far advanced, but still
it never entered his head to rise. Soon it began to brighten
into day, and the dawn found him in a state of stupefaction,
lying motionless on his back. A desperate clamour, and
sounds of brawls from the streets below, rose to his ears.
These awakened him thoroughly, although he heard them
every morning early at the same hour. “Ah! two o'clock,
drinking is over,” and he started up as though someone had
puiled him off the couch. “ What! two o’clock already?” He
sat on the edge of the couch and then recollected everything,
in an instant it all came back! At first he thought he was
going out of his mind, a strange chill pervaded his frame, but
the cold arose from the fever which had seized upon him
during his sleep. He shivered until his teeth chattered, and all
his limbs fairly shook. He went to the door, opened it, and
listened ; all was silent inthe house. With astonishment he
turned and looked round the room. How could he have
come home the night before, not bolted the door, and thrown
himself on the couch just as he was, not only not undressed,
but with his hat on? There it lay in the midd'e of the floor
where it had rolled. “If anyone came in, what would he
think? ThatI am drunk of course.”

He went to the window—it was pretty hght—ard looked him-
self all over from head to foot, to see if there were any stains
on his clothes. But he could not rely upon that sort of inspec-
tion ; so, still shivering, he undressed and examined his clothes
again, looking everywhere with the greatest care. To make
quite sure, he went over them three times. He discovered
nothing but a few drops of clotted blood on the ends of his
trousers which were very much frayed. He took a big clasp-
knite and cut off the fraved edges. Suddenly he remembered
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that the purse and the things he had abstracted from the old
woman's chest, were still in his pockets! He had never
thought of taking them out and hiding them ! indeed, it had
never crossed his mind that they were in his pockets whilst
examining his clothes! Was it possible? In a second he
emptied all out on to the table in a heap. Then, turning his
pockets inside out to make sure there was nothing left in
them, he carried the things to a corner of the room. Just
there, the paper was hanging loose from the wall ; he bent
down and commenced to stuff all the things into a hole
bebind the paper. ¢ There, it's all out of sight!” thought
he gleefully, as he stood gazing stupidly at the spot where the
paper bulged out more than ever. Suddenly he began to
shudder from terror. ‘“Good heavens!” murmured he in
despair, “what is the matter with me? Is that hidden? Is
that the way to hide anything?”

Indeed, he had not reckoned on such spoil, he had only
thought of taking the old woman’s money ; so he was not pre-
pared with a hiding-place for the jewels. “I have no cause
to rejoice now,” thought he, “is that the way to hide any-
thing? I must really he losing my senses |” He sunk on the
couch again exhausted ; another fit of intolerable shivering
seized him, and he mechanically pulled his old student’s cloak
over him for warmth, as he fell into a delirious sleep. He lost
all consciousness of himself. Not more than five minutes had
elapsed, before he woke up in intense excitement, and bent
over his clothes in the deepest anguish. ¢ How could I go to
sleep again when nothing is done! For I have done nothing,
the loop is still where I sewed it. I forgot all about that!
What a convincing proof it would have been.” He ripped it
off and tore it into shreds which he placed among his under-
linen under the pillow. “These rags cannot awaken any sus-
picions, I fancy. At least, so it scems to me,” repeated he,
standing up in the middle of the room, and, with an attempt
rendered all the more painful by the effort it cost him, he
looked all round, trying to make sure he had forgotten nothing,
He suffered cruelly from this conviction, that everything, even
memory, even the most elementary prudence, was abandoning
him.

“Can this be the punishment already beginning? Indeed |
indeed ! it is!”

And indeed the frayed edges he had cut from the bottom of
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his trousers were lying on the floor, in the middle of the rcom,
exposed to the view of the first comer. “ But what can I be
thinking of ?” exclaimed he in utter bewilderment. Then a
strange idea came into his head ; he thought thit perhaps all
his clothes were saturated in blood, and that he could not see
this because his senses were gone and his perception of things
lost. Then he recollected that there would be traces on the
purse, and his pockets would be wet with blood. It was so.
“I am bereft of my reason, I know not what I am doing. Bah!
not at alll—it is only weakness, delirium. I shall soon be
better.” He tore at the lining. Atthis moment the rays of the
morning streamed in and shone on his left boot.  There were
plain traces, and all the point was covered. *I must have
stepped in that pool. What shall I do now? Boot, lining,
rags, where shall they go?” He rolled them up and stood
thinking in the middle of the room. * Ah, the stove. Yes,
burn them. No I cannot, I have no match. Better throw
them away. Yes, yes, that is the thing,” said he, again sitting
on the couch. ‘At once, and without delay too, quick.”
But, instead, his head fell back upon the pillow, and chilly
shiverings again came over him, He covered himself with his
cloak and slept again. It appeared hours to him, and many
a time in his sleep he tried to rise to hasten to throw away his
bundle, but he could not, he seemed chained to the bed. At
last he awoke, as he heard a loud knock at his duor.

“Eh, open, will you? ” cried Nastasia, * Don't lie there
like a dog. It’s eleven o'clock.”

% Perhaps he is not in,” said a man’s voice.

% The porter’s voice. What does he want?” Raskolnikoff
rose, and sat on the couch listening. His heart throbbed
violently.

* Who has bolted the door then?” exclaimed the servant.
% Open, will you?”

“ All must be discovered ?” He rose a little and undid the
bolt, and fell back again on his bed. There stood the
porter and Nastasia. The servant looked strangely at
Raskolnikoff, while he fixed a despairing glance upon the
porter.

“Here is a notice for you from the office,” said the
latter.

“ What office?”

“The police office.”
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“What for?”

“I dow't know. You are summoned there, go.” The
porter looked anxiously at the lodger, and turned to leave.
Raskolnikoff made no observation, and held the paper un-
opened in his hand.

“There, stay where you are,” said Nastasia, seeing him fall
back on the couch. “If you are ill, do not go. What is that
in your hand?”

He looked down ; in his right hand were clutched the pieces
of frayed cloth, his boot, and the lining of his pocket. He
had evidently fallen asleep with them as they were ; indeed he
recollected how, thinking deeply about them, he had dozed
away.

“The idea of taking a lot of rags to bed and hugging them
to you like a treasure I” laughed the servant in her sickly
manner.

In a second he hid all under his coat and looked at her
attentively. Although little was capable of passing in his
mind, he felt she would not talk thus to a man under arrest
for a crime. But then, the police ?

“Is there anything you want? You stay here, I will bring
it” ,

“No, I will go. I am going at once,” murmured he, rising
to his feet.

“Very well.”

She went out after the porter. As soon as she had dis-
appearcd, he rushed to the light to look at his boot. Yes,
there were spots, but not very plain, all covered with mud.
But who would distinguish them? Nastasia could know
nothing, thank heavens! Then with trembling hand he tore
open the notice, and began to read. At last he understood ; it
was simply the usual notice to report himself at the office of the
district that day at half-past nine o’clock.

“But why to-day ?” cried he. *Lord, let it be over soon.”
He was about to fall down on his knees to pray, when a fit of
laughter seized him. “I must trust to myself, not to prayers.”
He quickly dressed himself. *“ Shall I put the boot on?” he
thought, “better throw it away, and hide all traces of it.”
Nevertheless he put it on, only, however, to throw it off again
with an expression of horror. As, however, he recollected he
had no other, a smile came to his face, and he drew it on once
more. Again his face changed into deep despair, his limbs
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shook more and more. * This is not from exertion,” thoug't
he, “it is fear.” His head spun round and round and his
temples throbbed visibly.

On the stairs he recollected that all the things were in the
hole in the wall, and then where was his certificate of birth?
He stopped to think. But such despair, and, if it may be so
called, cynicism, took hold of him, that he simply shook his
head and went out. The sooner over, the better Once again
in the open air, he encountered the same insufferable heat, the
dust, and the people in drink rolling about the streets. The
sun caught him full in the eyes and almost blinded him, whilst
his head spun round and round, as is usual in fever. Onreach-
ing the turning into the street he had taken the day before, he
glanced in great agitation in the direction of the house, but im-
mediately averted his eyes again. “ If they ask me, I should
confess, perhaps,” said he to himself, as he turned away and
made for the office. This was not far distant, in a new house,
on the fourth floor. As he entered the court, he saw to the
right of him a staircase, ascending which was a man
carrying some books. * It was evidently there.” He did not
_ think of asking.

“I will go and fall on my knees and confess all,” he mur-
mured, and began to ascend the narrow and very steep stairs,
On every tloor the doors ot the kitchens of the several ap: rt-
ments stood open to the staircase, and emitted a suffocat ng
sickening odour. ‘The entrance to the office he was in search
ot was also wide open, and he walked in. A number of per-
sons were waiting 1n the ante-room. The stench was simply
intolerable, and was intensified by the smell of fresh paint,
Pausing a little, he decided to advance further into the
small low room. He became impatient when he found no
one took any notice of him, In an inner room were seated
ahnumber of clerks engaged in writing. He went up to one of
these.

“What do you want?” Raskolnikoff showed him the
notice.

“You are a student?” asked a clerk, glancing at the
notice.

“ Yes ;—that is, I used to be.”

The clerk glanced at him—without, however, any particular
curiosity. He wasa man with unkempt hair and an expression-
less tace.

(4
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% There is nothing to be learned from him, evidently,”
thought Raskolnikoff,

“Step in there to the head clerk,” said the man, pointing
to a further room, which was quite full of people amongst
whom were two ladies. One of the latter, in mourning, and
poorly clad, sat near the desk of the chief man, writing some-
thing from dictation. The other was a stout and good-looking
woman, richly dressed, who wore a brooch almost as large as
a dish ; she stood in a corner, evidently waiting for somebody.
Raskolnikoff placed his notice before the clerk, ‘Wait a
moment,” said the latter, after having cursorily examined the
document, and continuing to busy himself with the lady in
mourning.

Raskolnikoff breathed more freely, “ He knows nothing.®
Little by little his self-possession came back to him, and he
grew calmer. “ How stupid of me to be so craven ! I might
have let all out. Pity they do not let the air in here, it is
stifling.” His head and senses were in a complete whirl, and
a strange feeling came creeping over him; he feli he was
losing all government over himself, and tried to fix his mind
on something perfcctly new, but found it impossible. He kept
looking at the chief clerk and sought to read his face. The latter
was a young man of about twenty-two, with swarthy face,
mobile features, and appeared older than his years. He was
fashionably dressed, with a number of rings on his fingers and
a large gold chain on his waistcoat. With one of those
present, he now and then exchanged a word or two in very
good French,

¢ Luisa Ivanovna, you can be seated,” said he languidly to
the stylish dame who was standing there, evidently not daring
to sit down, although a chair was very near.

1 thank you,” said she, in German; and with much rustling
of silk she sat down.

The woman in mourning was at last finished with, and, just
as she turned to go, an officer, with a very good figure, entered the
room noisily ; he moved his shoulders in a peculiar fashion with
each step he took. The lady last addressed jumped up at once
from her seat, and made a very low curtsey, but the officer
took not the slightest notice of her as he passed, and sat himself
down in an easy-chair at a table. This was the assistant
district officer, a man adorned with red whiskers standing out
on either side of his face, and with extremely swall features,
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which, however, betrayed no particular character except
perhaps annoyance. He looked up impatiently at Raskol-
nikoff, whose filthy attire was by no means prepossessing. The
latter returned his glance calinly and straight in the face, and
in such a manner as to give the officer offence.

“What do you want here ?” he cried, apparently surprised
that such a ragged beggar was not knocked down by his
thunder-bearing glance.

]:‘1 am here because I was summoned,” stammered Raskol-
nikoff.

“ 1t is for the recovery of money lent,” said the head clerk,
% Here!” and he threw a paper to Raskolnikoff, “ Read!”

“ Money ? What money ? It cannot be that,” thought the
young man, and he trembled with joy. Everything became
clear, and the load fell off his shoulders.

At what hour did you receive this, sir?” cried the lieu-
tenant; “you were told to come at nine o’clock,and now
it is nearly twelve !”

“1 received it a quarter of an hour ago,” loudly replied
Raskolnikoff, over his shoulder, suddenly angcred, “and it is
suflicient to say that I am ill with a fever.”

¢ Please not to bawl!”

“] did not bawl, but spoke plainly ; it is you that bawl. -I
am a student, and am not going to have you speak to me in
that fashion.”

The officer became enraged, and fumed so that only some
splutters flew out of his mouth. He jumped up from his
place. * Please keep silence. You are in court. Don’t be
insolent.”

“And so are you in court; and, besides bawling, you are
smoking, so you are wanting in politeness to the whole com-
pany.” As he said this, Raskolnikoff felt an inexpressible
delight at his maliciousness. The clerk looked up with a smile.
The choleric officer was clearly nonplussed,

“That is not your business, sir,” he cried at last, unnaturally
loud. “Make the necessary declaration. Show him, Alex-
ander Gregorivitch. Complaints have been made about youl!
You don’t pay your debts! You know how to fly the kite
evidently !”

Raskolnikoff did not listen, but greedily seized the parer for
the solution. He read it through more than once, and could
make nothing of it “ What is this?” he asked of the clerk.

G 32
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“Tt is a writ for recovery on a note of hand of yours. You
are called upon either to pay at once, together with all ex-
penses, etc., or to give a written answer when you will be able
to pay, and sign an agreement not to remove until payment is
made, and not to sell or conceal any property you may be
possessed of. The creditor is free at any time to sell your
goods and proceed against you according to law.”

¢ But I owe nothing!”

“That is not our affair. You are pursued upon a protested
note of hand, in favour of the widow of the colli ge assessor,
Zarnitzan, and for the sum of one hundred and tweniy
roubles.”

¢ But she is my landlady ! ™

“Welll what if she is?”

The chief clerk gazed with a pitying, but at the same time
triumphant, smile at this novice, who was about to become
acquainted, at consid table expense, with the proceedings
usually taken against debtors. But what did Raskolnikoff care
for the note of hand now? What mattercd to him his land-
lady’s complaints? Was it worth his while to trouble himself
about it, or even to give it the least attention ? He stood there
reading, listening, answering, questioning at times, but he did
all this mechanically. The delight at feeling himself safe, the
satisfaction of having escaped an imminent danger—that was
what, at that moment, filled his whole being. For the time
being, all care for the future, all worry, was miles away from
him. It was a moment of unalloyed joy, immediate and pure'y
instinctive, But just then quite a tempest broke out in the
police office. The lieutenant had not as yet recovered from
the affront he had received, and his wounded pride was
evidently seeking for revenge. So he suddenly began roughly to
address the stylish lady, who, ever since his entrance, had been
looking at him and stupidly smiling.

“And you, hussy!” yelled he as s loud as he could, (the lady
in mourning was now gone) “what happened at your house
last night? Eh? You're again becoming a scandal to the whole
street! Constant free fights and drunken brawls! Do you
want to be sent to a penitentiary? Come, I told you, I
warned you at least a dozen times, that at the next I should
lose patience |  J ut you’re mncorrigible 1”

Raskolnikoff dropped the paper he held in his hand, and
looked in amazement at the stylish lady who was trcated with
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such scant ceremony. He was not long, however, before
understanding what was the matter, and the affair rather
amused him. He listened with pleasure, and experienced a
great desire to laugh. His nervous system was quite disor-
ganised.

“ Elia Petrovitch ! ” obscrved the chief clerk, but he at once
saw that his interference at that moment would be useless: he
knew by experience that, when once the impetuous officer was
started, it was impossible to stop him. As for the stylish lady,
the storm let loose on her head at first caused her to tremble ;
but, strange to say, the more she hear.l herself abused, the
more amiable became the expression of her countenance, and
the more seductive the smiles she bestowed upon the terrible
lieutenant. She kept curtseying whilst impatiently awaiting
an opportunity to get in a word.

“There was neither uproar nor free fight at my house, Mr,
Captain,” she hastened to say, the moment she had the chance
to speak (she expressed herself in Russian without any hesita-
tion, though with a very strong German accent), “there was no
scandal whatever. The man came there intoxicated, and he
called for three bottles ; then he began to play the piano with
his foot, which is rather out of place in a respectable house,
and he broke several of the strings. I obscrved to him that
that was not the way to behave; thereupon, he picked up a
bottle and began to lay about him. I at once cal'ed Carl, the
porter ; he hit Carl in the eye ; he did the same to Henrietta,
and gave me five slaps on the cheek. It is disgraceful to be-
have thus in a respectable house, Mr. Captain. I called for
assistance ; he opened the window which overlooks the canal,
and squeaked like a little pig. Was it not shameful? The
idea of going to the window to squeak like a li:tle pig! It is
true that Carl, puiling him behind to make him leave the
window, tore off one of the tails of his coat. Then he de-
manded filteen roubles for the damage, and I paid him five
roubles out of my own pocket, Mr. Captain. It was that
ill-behaved visitor, Mr. Captain, who caused all the scandal ! *

¢ Come, come, enough! I have already told you, I have
already repeated ”

“Elia Petrovitch !” again observed the chief clerk signifi-
cantly. The lieutenant gave him a hurried glance, and saw
him slightly shake his head.

“Well, so far as you are concerned, respectable Luisa
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Ivanovna, this is my last warning,” continued the lieutenant.
¢ If in the future there occurs the least scandal in your worthy
abode I'll have you caged, as is said in polite society. Do you
hear? Now you can go, but I shall keep my eye on you, so
beware ! ?

Luisa Ivanovna at once began to bow pleasantly all round;
but, as she withdrew backwards towards the door, curtseying
the while, she came in collision with a handsome officer, with
a fresh and open countenance and superb fair bushy whis-
kers. This was Nicodemus Thomich, the ward officer, in
personi.  Luisa Ivanovna hastened to bow to the ground, and
then gaily skipped out of the office.

“What a noise there is here!” said he to Elia Petrovitch,
but in a friendly tone, * we can hear all downstairs.”

“ Here’s a gentleman, a student, no —that is, an ex-student,”
said he, carrying some books to another table, moving his
shoulders at each step in his peculiar manner, “ he does not pay
his debts, gives bills, and refuses to yield up his room; there
are constant complaints about him, and yet he takes offence
because I happen to light a cigarette in his presence. Just
look at him, he’s a nice one to take offence!”

“ Poverty is no crime,” said Nicodemus Thomich, turning
affably to Raskolnikoff, who immediately began, in an easy
tone :

“Your pardon, sir,” he turned to the officer, “I wish to
excuse myself if I have failed in anything. I am a poor student
in bad health, and oppressed by poverty. At least, I was a
student, but now I cannot afford to be one. I shall have
money soon. I have a mother and sister in the Government
of ——. They are going to remit to me, and I will pay. My
landlady is a worthy woman, only she is angry because I
have lost my lessons and been unable to pay her for four
months—and she does not even send me up my meals now.
I.do not recollect what the bill was for. Still, can I pay it
now? You can judge for yourselves.”

“ That is not ow affair,” again observed the chief clerk.

“ True, true, but let me explain,” resumed Raskolnikoff, still
addressing Nicodemus Thomich, but desirous also of fixing
the attention of Elia Petrovitch, who pretended to be busy
amongst the books on the table, “I have lived with her for
three years, ever since my arrival here from kome, and not
long afterwards I gave her a promise to marry her daughter
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—a verbal promise, strictly verbal, I assure you. She was
a young giri, I liked her, although I was not in love with
her ; in one word, I was young. I must also tell you my land-
lady gave me a deal of credit, and I led a fast life and was
rather volatile.”

“ Do not trouble us with such cenfidences, we have no time
to listen to them,” interrupted Elia Petrovitch abruptly.

% Pardon me, let me tell you,” cried Raskolnikoff, much
put out by the interruption, “let me tell you how the thing
was, although I know it is useless. I quite agree with you.
About a year after, the girl died of typhus. I remained there
as I was, and the mother told me and some friends of mine as
well, that she had the most perfect confidence in me; and
when 1 gave her the bill for what I owed, she said she would
give me as much credit again; and never, never, could she
enforce the promissory note. But now that I am without
pupils and have nothing to eat, she claims a settlement.
What do you think of that?”

«“ All these distressing details, sir, do not concern us,”
sarcastically rejoined Elia Petrovitch. * You have to make a
declaration and give a promise. As regards your having been
pleased to fall in love, and all these tragic incidents, we have
nothing to do with them.”

“Do not be so harsh,” said Nicodemus Thomich, as he sat
down and commenced writing.

¢ Please write,” said the clerk to Raskolnikoff.

¢ Write what ? ” asked he rudely,

“As I dictate.”

The clerk stood near and dictated to him the usual form of
declaration : that he was unable to pay, that he would not
quit the capital, dispose of his goods in any way, etc., etc.

“You cannot write, your pen is falling from your fingers,”
said,the clerk, and he looked him in the face, “Are you
iz’

“Yes, my head swims. Go on.”

% That is all. Now sign it.”

Raskolnikoff let fall the pen, and seemed as if about to rise
and go ; but, instead of doing so, he laid both elbows on the
table and supported his head with his hands. A new idea
formed in his mind: to rise immediately, go straight to
Nicodemus Thomich and tell him all that had occurred ; then
to accompany him to his room, and show him all the things
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hidden away in the wall behind the paper. His desire to
do all this was of such strength that nhe got up from the
table to carry his design into execution. ** Refect, reflect a
moment!” ran in his head. * No, better not think, get it off
my shoulders.” Suddenly he stood still as if shot. Nicodemus
‘Thomich was at this moment hotly discussing something with
Elia Petrovitch, and the words caught Raskolnikoff’s anxious
attention. He listened. :

“It cannot be, they will both be released. In the first
place, all is contradictory. Consider. Why did they call the
porter if it were their work ? To denounce, themselves? Or
out of cunning ? Not at all, that would be 100 much ! Besides,
did not the porter see the student Pestriakoff at the very gate
just as he came 1n, and he stood there some time with turee
friends who had accompanied him. And Koch: was he not
below in the silversmith’s for half an hour belore he went up to
the old woman’s? Now, consider.”

“But see what contradictions arise! They say they
knocked and found the door closed; yet three minutes
after, when they went,back with the porter, it was cpen”

“That’s true. The murderer was inside, and had Loted
the door, and certainly he would have been captured had not
Koch foolishly run off to the porter. In the interval 4 no
doubt, had time to cscape downstairs. Koch explains that, if
he had remained, the man would have leapt out and killed
him. He wanted to have a 7¢ Deum sung. Ha, hal”

“Did nobody see the murderer ? ”

“ How could they ? The house is a perfect Noah’s ark,” put
in the clerk, who had been listening.

“The thing is clear, very clear,” said Nicodemus Thomich
decisively.

“Not at all! Notatall!” cried Elia Petrovitch, in reply.

Raskolnikoff took up his hat and made for the door, but he
never reached it. When he came to himself he found he was
sittirg on a chair, supported on the right by some unknown
man, while to his left stood another, holding some yellow
water in a yellow glass. Nicodemus Thomich, standing before
him, was looking at him fixedly. Raskolnikoff rose.

“What is it? Are you ill ?” asked the officer sharply.

¢ He could hardly hold the pen to sign his name,” the clerk
explained, at the same time going back to his books.

 IHave you been ill very long?” cried Elia Petrovitch from
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his table ; he had run to see the swoon and returned to his
Place.

“Since vesterday,” murmured Raskolnikoff in reply,

“You went out yesterday 2 ”

“I did.”

“Ime”

“rni”

“ At what time ?”

“ Eight o’clock in the evening.”

% Where did you go, allow me to ask?”®

“In the streets.”

“Concise and clear.”

Raskolnikoff had replied sharply, in a broken voice, his
face as.pale as a handkerchief, and with his black swollen
eyes averted from Elia Petrovitch’s scrutinising glance.

“ He can hardly stand on his legs. Do you want to ask
anything more ? ” said Nicodemus Thomich.

* Nothing,” replied Elia Petrovitch. ,

Nicodemus Thomich evidently wished to say more, but,
turning to the clerk, who in turn glanced expressively at him,
the latter became silent, all suddenly stopped speaking. It
was strange.

Raskolnikoff went out. As he descended the stairs he could
hear an animated discussion had- broken out, and above
all, the interrogative voice of Nicodemus Thomich. In the
street he came to himself.

“Search, search| they are going to search ! ” he cried. “The
scoundrels, they suspect me!” The old dread seized him
again, from head to foot.

CHAPTER IL

apparently, disturbed it—not even Nastasia. But,
heavens ! how could he have left all those things where they
were? He rushed to the corner, pushed his hands behind the
paper, took out the things, and thrust them in his pockets.
There were eight articles in all, and two little boxes with ear-
rings or something of that description, then four little morocco

I_ ERE was the room. All was quiet, and no one had,
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cases ; a chain wrapped up in paper, and something else done
up in a common piece of newspaper—possibly a decoration.
Raskolnikoff distributed these, together with the purse, about
his person, in order to make them less noticeable, and quitted
the room again. All the time he had left the door wide open.
He went away hurriedly, fearing pursuit. Perhaps in a few
minutes orders would be issued to hunt him down, so he must
hide all traces of his theft at once ; and he would do so whilst
he had strength and reason left him. But where should he
07 ’

8 This had been long decided. Throw the lot in the canal
and the matter would be at an end! So he had resolved in
that night of delirium, when he cried out, * Quick, quick!
throw all away !” But this was not so easy. He wandered to
the quays of the Catherine Canal, and lingered there for half
an hour. Here a washing raft lay where he had thought of
sinking his spoil, or there boats were moored, and everywhere
people swarmed. Then, again, would the cases sink? Would
they not rather float? No, this would not do. He would go
to the Neva; there would be fewer people there and more
room, and it would be more convenient. He recognised that
he had been wandering about for fully half an hour, and in
dangerous places. He must make haste. He made his way
to the river, but soon came to another standstil. Why in the
Neva? Why in the water at all?2 Better some solitary place
in a wood, or under some bushes. Dig a hole and bury them!
He felt he was not in a condition to deliberate clearly and
soundly, but this idea appeared the best.

This idea also, however, was not destined to be realised,
and another took its place. As he passed the V. Prospect, -
he suddenly noticed on the left an entrance into a court, which
was surrounded entirely by high walls. On the right, a long
way up the court, rose the side of a huge four-storied building.
To the left, parallel with the walls of the house, and commen-
cing immediately at the gate, there ran a wooden hoarding of
about twenty paces down the court. Then came a space
where a lot of rubbish was deposited ; whilst further down, at
the bottom of the court, was a shed, apparently part ot some
workshop, possibly that of a carpenter or coachbuilder.
Everything appeared as black as coal-dust. Here was the
very place, he thought ; and, after looking round, went up the
court. Behind the door he espied a large unworked stone,
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weighing about fifty pounds, which lay close up against the
hoarding. No one could see him where he stood ; he was
entirely free from observation. He bent down to the stone,
managed to turn it over after considerable effort, and found
underneath a small cavity. He threw in the cases, and then
the purse on the top of all. The stone was not perceptibly
higher when he had replaced it, and little traces of its having
been moved could be noticed. So he pressed some earth
against the edges with his foot, and made off.

He laughed for joy when again in the street. All traces
were gone, and who would think of looking there? And if
they were found who would suspect him? All proofs were
gone, and he laughed again. Yes, he recollected afterwards
how he laughed—a long, nervous, lingering laugh, lasting all
the time he was .n that street. As he came to the Boulevard
K , where he had had the adventure with the drunken girl,
his joviality left him, and other thoughts crowded into his
brain relative to that incident. ¢ The devil take him!” he
muttered. He went on, looking round maliciously. His thoughts
hinged upon one certain point, and he felt that even now at
the very outset he was straying from his one object, an impor-
tant question which he had shunned facing for the last two
months. % To the devil with all I—the girl, the new life, and
everything ! ” he cried all at once in a fit of anger. * How
ndiculous I am. How 1 lied, to try to win the good graces of
that detestable Elia Petrovitch. How I set them all at de-
fiance, and played with them all! Did I, though?” He
stopped to ask himself a new, perfectly unlooked for, but urgent,
question : “ Have I done this deed with discernment and with
a definite aim in view, or in simple foolishness? Did I even
look in the purse, and see what I had got? Was that the out-
come of my cowardly work ? -Did I not want to cast them all
into the river, and without giving hardly a glance at them?
What was all this? I am very ill, that is why I have these
thoughts, I am jaded and worn out, and do not know what I
am doing. Yesterday and the day before, it was the same. I
shall get better soon. Suppose I do not, though! How tired
Iam!”

He kept on walking, however, trying to divert his mind, but
knew not what to do or undertake. His old repugnance came
upon him stronger than ever—an obstinate, malicious hatred
of everybody, his surroundings and everything; and he re-
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solved simply to ignore anyone who spoke to him. He stopped
when he came to the banks of the Little Neva, near the
Vassilevsky Ostroff.  “Why, he lives here, in that house |
How strange! I said the other day that I would go to Razou-
mikhin afferwards, on the following day, and here am I
going!” He ascended to the fifth floor. Razoumikhin was
at home, in his small room, busily engaged in writing, and he
rose and opened the door. It was four months since they had
last seen each other. Razoumikhin appeared in a tattered
dressing-gown, with his bare feet pushed into a pair of old
slippers, his hair dishevelled, his face unshaven and unwashed.
He seemed astonished.

“What ! is it you?” he cried, as he looked his old comrade
over from head to foot—then he gave a prolonged whistle.

“ Impossible | ” he said at last, scanning Raskolnikoff 's rags.
“Why brother, my more than brother, come in, sit down,”
and he led Raskolnikoff to an old rickety couch, covered with
American cloth, and worse than the latter’s own., Razoumik-
hin saw at once that his visitor was unwell

“You are seriously ill, man, are you not aware of that?”
He tried to feel his pulse, but Raskolnikoff drew back his
hand.

“ You need not,” he said, “I am here, that’s all. I want to
get some pupils—I wanted to ask, but I don’t want pupils at
all, either—”

“You are delirious,” replied the student, carefully watching
him.

“No, I am not!” Raskolnikoff rose from the sofa. He
felt he would permit no one in the whole world to argue
with him, be it his very best friend, and he suddenly became
livid with rage. He almost choked from excess of fecling.
¢ Good day!” he cried suddenly, making for the door.

¢ Stay, my good fellow !

%] am goirg,” said Raskolnikoff, with his hands to his sides.

¢ What are you come here for, then >—have you lost your
senses, or what? This is almost insulting. I will not let you go
away like this.”

“Well, listen: I came here because I knew no one else
who could assist me, because you are the kindest, the wisest of
all, and can understand. But now I see that there is nothing
I am in want of, absolutely nothing. I can help myself best |
It is sufficient, leave me in peace,”
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“Stop a minute, Mr. Chimney-sweep! You are positively
out of your mind! Iam giving no lessons myself either. I
am at present doing translations for a publisher. I had
counted on you as being useful to me. My orthography
is rather bad, and I am very weak in German—indeed, I only
undertook the work with the hope of its leading to something
better. Look here, he will pay three roubles for translating
these German pages, and you may do them if you like.
Herel”?

Raskolnikoff took the paper and the three roubles in silence,
and went out. Razoumikhin gazed after him with surprise,
which was redoubled when he saw his visitor return, lay the
money and paper once again on the table, and, still maintaining
silence, again prepare to quit the room.

“You must be in a raging fever!” Razoumikhin at last
roared out. * What comedy is this you are playing? You
zre enough to vex a saint! What the devil did you want

ere ?”

“J don’t want any translations,” murmured Raskolnikoff
from the stairs, making his way down,

“Eh! Where do you live 2”

No answer.

“Confound you then ! be off "

Raskolnikoff was already in the street. On the Nicolaeff
Bridge he was brought to his senses in a very extraordinary
manner. He felt the lashes of a whip across his back, and
heard cries from the driver of a carriage, who had called out to
him three or four times before proceeding to more.vigorous
measures. The blows exasperated him to such an extent that
he leaped to the hand-rail (how he came to be in the middle of
the street he knew not). The carriage drove on, and he stood,
amidst the smiles of the lookers-on, gazing malignantly after
it and rubbing his back. Suddenly he felt some money thrust
into his hand. A traders wife, with headdress and goatskin
shoes, was just passing, accompanied by a child cairying a
yellow parasol, and evidently the woman’s daughter. ¢ Take
this, for Christ’s sake!” said the former as she went on.  From
his clothes and appearance, he might very well be taken for a
beggar, engaged in his occupation, and no doubt the blow from
the whip brought him the twenty kopecks. He kept the money
and went away, turning his face to the Neva, in the direction
ot the Palace, The heavens were without a cloud, whilst the



98 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT,

water appeared almost blue, a rare occurrence with the Neva,
The dome of the Cathedral never stood out so plainly on the
horizon, and through the clear air could be distinctly seen the
tracery of its architecture.

The pain from the whip abated, and Raskolnikoff forgot the
blow—one disturbing and indistinct idea engrossed him en-
tirely instead. He stood and looked afar off, long and fixedly.
Th's spot was particularly well known to him, and in his old
University days it happened, hundreds of times, that he would
linger here, at this very place, and really admire the beautiful
panorama displayed to his eyes. An inexplicably soothing air
appeared to blow upon him in this place, and the scene
appealed to him mutely. He used to be astonished at the
sombre and enigmatical questions which came to the surface
of his mind ; but, mistrusting himself, the solutions were in-
variably deferred to the future. He thought of standing there
again and thinking as he used to do, but he knew that that
would be ridiculous, and that buried below him, far under foot,
were all the past problems and questions—the panorama, even,
and all besides. It appeared to him as if he had escaped up-
wards and lost sight of everything. At last he made a move-
ment with his arm and felt the coins in his hand, gazed a
moment at them, then flung them into the water, and went
homewards. He felt as if he had severed himself from every-
thing and everybody in this moment,

He reached home towards evening, perhaps at about eight
o’clock—how, and by what particular way, he never recollected
—but, speedily undressing, he lay down cn the couch, tremb-
ling like a beaten horse, and, drawing his overcoat over him, he
fell immediately into a deep sleep. He was awoke at early
morn by a terrible noise. Heavens! what was that shriek |
such an unnatural sound ! such howlings! gnashings of teeth!
blows, cursing! he had never heard before! He could not
imagine such ferocity and confusion. In horror, he arose and
sat up in bed. The clamour and swearing grew louder and
stronger, and then, to his astonishment, he heard the voice of
his landlady. She was howling and giving vent to words im-
possible to analyse, at the same time imploring someone to
cease beating her. Hgr assailant, evidently in the greater rage,
joined in with loud shouts and exclamations. Raskolnikoff
began to tremble like a leaf. He recognised the voice ; it was
that of Elia Petrovitch. “He here, beating the landlady,
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kicking her; why, what for? Impossible! It must be a
dream. What are the lights?” From ail quarters the occu-
pants began to gather, and voices, sounds, knocking and bang-
ing of doors joined in the general noise. It was reality.
% Good heavens! can it be; he is coming here?” He raised
his hand towards the bolt, but let it fall again. Dread
benumbed him like ice. He fell back. At last, after about
ten minutes, the noise began to subside ; the landlady groaned
and sighed; Elia Petrovitch threatened and abused, and then
came silence. The lookers-on returned to their rooms.

Haunted by Elia Petrovitch’s voice, Raskolnikoff fell back
on his couch in a kind of stupor ; he could not close his eyes,
but lay there in such a state of agitation, and with such an
unendurable sensation of fright, as he had never felt before.
Suddenly the door opened, and Nastasia entered, bearing in
her hands a light and a plate of soup, with bread, salt, &c.
She gave a glance at him, and, finding he was not asleep, placed
the light on the table and began to arrange the meal.

“He has eaten nothing since yesterday, and has been
running all over the town with a fever on him.”

¢ Nastasia, who beat the landlady ? "

She looked at him steadily, and repeated his question.

“Yes, about half an hour ago, Elia Petrovitch was on the
stairs. Why did he beat her? How did it happen?” Nas-
tasia did not answer, but continued to look at him ; her strange
glances annoyed him. ¢ Nastasia, why are you silent?” he
cried in a weak voice.

“ It is the blood,” she said at last, quietly, and as if speaking
to herself,

“ Blood ! what blood?” he murmured, with a pallid face,
turning to the wall.

Nastasia still gazed on him. *“Nobody beat her,” she said
at last.

He turned to her breathless. “I heard them, I say, I heard
all. I was not asleep, I sat up and listened all the time. It
was Elia Petrovitch, and all the house came and listened, too.”

“ Nothing has happened. It is only your blood ; it’s got
clotted, and brings on dreams. Take something to eat !”

He made no reply, and Nastasia stood near him, surveying
him as before. “Give me something to drink, Nastasia?”
She went below, and returned with some water in a white
carthenware jug. He recollected nothing further except sip-
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ping a few drops and spilling some down his neck, then came
a biank,

CHAPTER III,

ASKOLNIKOFF’'S mind, however, was not quite a blank
during all the progress of his illness. He recollected a
good deal aboutit. It seemed to him that he was surrounded by
a number of persons who wished to bear him off,and who disputed
and quarrelled a good deal over him. Then again sometimcs
there would be no one in the room, all had run away, frightened
of him,and only occasionally peeped in atthe door to look at him.
Then they threatened him, mocked him, and sometimes laughed
athim. He frequently recollected seeing Nastasia by his bed-
side ; also a man whom he seemed to know very well, and
whose name he could not bring to mind, and he used to grieve
about this and even cried. At times he felt he had lain there
a month, at other times it seemed buta day. One thing he
entirely forgot, the one tiing that above all he should hive
remembered—he knew he did this and made violent efforts to
recollect. Then he would struggle to rise and rush away, but
someone always restrained him by force. Then he sank back,
feeling weak and about to faint. At last he came to him-
self.

This happened one morning about ten o’clock, a time when,
in clear weather, the sun always cast long rays on the couch
where he lay. At the bedside stood Nastasia and a man who
was certainly unknown to him. This was a man with a beard
and wearing a caffan. He had the appearance of a workman.
Through the half-open door the landlady was looking on.
Raskolnikoft raised himself a little. .

“Who is that, Nastasia?” he asked, pointing to the
man. '

¢ Hallo ! he is awake,” said she.

“He is awake?” echoed the man. Concluding that
Raskoinikoff had recovered consciousness, the landlady im-
mediately closed the door and made off. She was always of a
tinid nature, and dreaded conversations or explanations. She
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was about forty years of age, short and stout, good-looking, and
good-natured, which seem:d to be the result of her stoutness
and inherent laziness ; altogether she was a rather pleasant
woman.

“ Who are you ? ”asked Raskolnikoff, turning to the work-
man. At this moment the door opened and Razoumikhin’s
tall form entered, stooping.

“What a cabin this is! I always bump my forehead. Call
these apartments indeed! Ah! brother, are you awake? I
heard so from Pashenka.”

“ He has just awoke,” said Nastasia.

“l He has just awoke,” repeated the workman with a
smile.

“ And who may you b:?” Razoumlkhm asked, turning to
the last speaker.

“I have come from the merchant Shepolaeff on business,
sir.”

“ Please be seated, my friend, you have done well to wake,”
he continued, turmng to Raskolnikoff, *For four days you
have hardly touched anything. T'rue, they gave you some tea
with a spoon. I have brought Zosimoff to you twice. You
remember Zosimoff? He examined you carefully, and said
you had a lot of nonsense in your head, the result of bad diet
and beer You will soon get over it. We need not detain
you,” he added to the workman, “please explain what your
business is. There has been someone here before, Rodia, from
their office, besides this man.”

“Yes, sir. that was Alexis Semenovitch, from our office, who
came the day before yesterday. By order of Athanasius
Ivanovitch Vakrouchin I have to give you fiom Simon
Simonovitch the sum of thirty roubles, remitted from your
mother as before. I presume you have heard of this ?”

“Yes, Irecollect, Vakrouchin,” said Raskolnikoff pensively.

“What! you know Vakrouchin?” cricd Razoumikhin. ¢ What
have you there ?”

“ The book, sir 1”

“Give it me. Now, Rodia, raise yourself and sign, take the
pen. Money is the honey of humanity.”

“I don’t want it,” said Raskolnikoff, pushing away the pen.

“Not want it? Now, come, friend, I will witness'it. It is
very simple. See, I will gmde your hand. That is it. Here
is your receipt.”
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% Thanks, sir.”

“Bravo! and now, my fiiend, you want something to eat.
What shall it be. Some soup ?”

‘I have some over from yesterday,” said Nastasia, who had
been standing near all the time.

“ With potatoes and rice, eh ?”

“Yes, I will bring some.”

Raskolnikoff looked at them with deep astonishment and a
dull feeling of dread. He decided to maintain silence and
await events. “I am no longer delirious, this is reality.”

In a few moments Nastasia returned with the soup, and
announced that some tea would soon follow. She further
brought with her a couple of spoons and plates, and all the
proper service—salt, pepper, &c., all in such order as never
had been before. The cloth was spotless.

“ It would not be amiss, Nastasia, if Prascovia Paulovna got

us in a couple of bottles of beer. We can manage them!”
. Raskolnikoff continued to look on stupidly, and with some
effort Razoumikhin now sat down near him as awkwardly as a
bear, and, supporting his friend’s head with his left arm, began
to feed him. Raskolnikoff took one spoonful, then another,
then a third, when his friend said he must wait till Zosimoff
came.

I have dined here, Rodia, for the last two or three days,
and Pashenka, your landlady, has supplied my meals. I did
not object. Here comes Nastasia with the tea.”

Razoumikhin poured out a cup of tea, then another, and
sat down again on the couch. He took hold with his left
hand of the sick man’s head, and, blowing at the tea to cool
it, fed the patient with a spoon. Raskolnikoff accepted all
these attentions in silence, and made no resistance, not-
withstanding that he felt quite capable of sitting up and help-
ing himself without any assistance. A low kind of cunning
had come over him, and it had come into his head to conceal
his strength, to sham, to lie and listen and observe. After
sipping about a dozen spoonfuls, he pushed away the spoon and
fell back upon his pillow. His head did rest upon a pillow
now, a real feather one, in a proper case, a fact Raskolnikoff
had already noticed and taken into consideration,

“ Now, Rodia, I must tell you how I found you out. When
you escaped from my place in such a funny manner without
leaving me your address, I felt so angry with you that [
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resolved to seek you out to punish you. Iset about it at once
and asked, and asked. This, your present address, I had
forgotten—indeed, I could not recollect it, as I never knew it.
1 tried to find out your old quarters and it made me still more
angry to be unsuccessful ; so I went to the Address Bureau, and
in .a”few minutes they found you out. You were inscribed

“Yes, they would not find me there, though. No sooner
did 1 arrive here than I was told all your affairs. I know all,
all, my friend, and have made acquaintance with Nicodemnus
Thomich, Elia Petrovitch, the partner, and Mr. Zametoff, the
chief clerk in the police-office ; and, lastly, I got to know your
affair with Pashenka I do not wish to tire you, and will not
say anything superfluious. My last conquest was Pashenka
herself ; ask Nastasia—"

h“ You got round her,” murmured the servant, smiling
shyly.

Raskolnikoff did not reply, although at the moment he could
not ‘tear his eyes away from his comrade’s glance. Razou-
mikhin was evidently a little disconcerted at his silence, but
continued : “ It was a great pity, my dear fellow, you did not
be more careful with her. However did you come to sign the
bill ? I know everything—Dbut pardon me, I see I am touching a
very delicate string! [ am an ass! But, apropos, it’s quite
true she is not so stupid as she looks? Isshe?”

“No,” replied Raskolnikoff, turning away, not understanding
that it was better to sustain the conversation.

“Is it not true ?” Razoumikhin added, delighted that his
hearer was evincing some interest. “Quite an unexpected
character! I can’t quite make her out. She must be forty,
indeed she owns to thirty-six. I am sure she has a full right
to do so. However, I must avow that I judge her more
intellectually, metaphysically, or whatever you call it. All this
quarrel has arisen in this way. She saw that you were no
longer a student, had no pupils, and were deprived of means
of livclihood, and, furthermore, that she had no hold onyou
through her daughter’s death—this made her take fright. She
saw you were allowing yourself to sink effortless, and resolved
to make you give up your room. For a long time she
meditated upon this, and then there was the bill, which, how-
ever, you had told her that your rmother would meet—"
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“Tt was very mean of me to say so. She herself is almost
dependent on charity, and I lied in order to remain here,”
declared Raskolnikoff vehemently.

“ You were prudent in that. It was very unfortunate that that
Mr. Tchebaroff should have turned up. Without him Pashenka
would have not thought of doing anything. She is too timid ;
not so the business man. His fi st question, I'll be bound,
was, ‘Can the bill be realised?’ What was the reply?
‘Yes, his mother has only a pension of one hundred and
twenty-five roubles—nevertheless, she helps him; besides, his
sister Dounia is such as would go into bondage for him.” This
was what they relied on. Do not be alarmed. I havelearned
your secret thoughts. You were right to confide in
Pashenka when she looked upon you as a future son-in-law ;
but, you see, while the honest man tells his secrets, the
business man hoards them up and turns them to account. In
short he made your bill over to Tchebaroff, and he commenced
these proceedings. Fortunately, I am on good terms with
Pashenka, and partly through her influence I have managed to
stop the affair, at the same time assuring them you wou!d pay.
You will do so, I am sure. Do you hear? I offered
Tchebaroff ten roubles down for his exvenses, and here I have
the honour to return you the billl So that now they have only
your promise to rely upon.”

Raz umikhin placed the bill on the table. Raskolnikoff
looked at him, and, without opening his mouth, again turned to
the wall.

“I see, my friend, that you are still acting the fool,” added
Razoumikhin, after a pause. *‘Ithought only to amuse and
distract you with my talk, but, instead, it seems I have simply
succeeded in making you angry.”

“ Did I fail to recognise you when I was delirious ? ” Raskol-
nikoff muttered at last.

“Yes, my presence seemed to excite you Ssomesimes,
especually when Zametoff once accompanied me.”

“Zametoff ? The clerk ? Why did you bring him here ?”
Raskolnikoff quickly turned and fixed his eyes on Razou-
mikhin,

“Why? What alarms you? He wished to become
acquainted with you, as I had spoken so much about you.
From whom could I have learnt these particulars if not from
him? He is an excellent fellow, very extraordinary in his way
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as well. Weare friends now and see each other almost every
day. I have removed to this neighbourhood. You know
Luisa, do you not—Luisa Ivanovna? *
¢ Did I rave much?”
* %Yes, but do not agitate yourself,”

% What did I say?”

 Oh, what people always say. Now, my friend, let us not
waste any time; but talk of business.” He stood up, and
seized his cap.

“ What did I rave about?”

“It is of no use repeating. Do you fear having discloscd
your secrets? Do not be alarmed. You never mentioned the
Countess, but you talked a great deal about a bulldoy, ear-
rings, watch-chains, Krestoffsky Island. You spoke, also, of
some porters, of Nicodemus Thomich and Elia Petrovitch,
and said a deal about them. Another funny thing was, your
boot seemed to be an object of great interest to you, you kept
asking for it. Zametoff sought for it in every corner, and gave
you this plaything, stained and washed out by y.ur own
hands as it was. Then, and then only, did you grow calm
again, and the whole day you held it in your hands, so tightly
that it was impossible to take it from you. It must be about
now, somewhere among the clothes. But now to.business.
Here are your thirty-five roubles, out of which I am going to
take ten, and render you an account later on ; at the same time
I shall let Zosimoff know, although he should have been here
by now —it is twelve o’clock. I shall also give Pashenka orders.
Adieu for the present.”

“ He calls her Pa:henka. O, the sly fellow ! ” said Nastasia
to Raskolnikcff, as she left the room; then on the stairs she
stood listening, but, catching no words, she slipped down
further. She seemed very eager to learn what Razoumikhin
was saying to the landlady; it was apparent that she herself
was completely bewitched by him.

No sooner was the door closed, than the sick man threw off
the clothes and 1.apt like a madman out of his bed, and stood
waiting with a burning impatience until they were quite gone
away. Now, at once to work. ¢ But what? do what?” he
asked himself. He had forgotten why he had jumped out of
bed. “ My God, my God, tell me but this: Do they know
all or nothing? Knowing all, do they but feign, and mock me
as I lie here, and then go and tell what is already known to
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everybody ; or do they simply——? What canI do? I forget
as soon as I think |”

He stood in the middle of the room, and looked around in a
vacant manner, ran to the door, opened it, and listened. No
one was about. He ran back again, and knelt down near the
hole under the paper, thrustin his hand, and found nothing ;
then to the stove to rummage amongst the cinders—the bits of
torn pockets lay where he had thrown them, evidentlyno one had
seen them. Then he recollected the boot spoken of by Razou-
mikhin. and speedily discovered it under the clothes. It was so
muddy that he felt sure Zametoff could have noticed nothing.

“ Ah, Zametoff—the office | Why am I called there? Where
is the summons? Pshaw! I am getting confused. It was the
other day ! —the same day I examined the boot; since then I've
been ill. But why does Zametoff come here? And why does
Razoumikhin bring him? ” he murmured, sinking down on the
couch exhausted. “ What is this? The fever is still on me
or I would fly. Yes, I must fly quick, quick, at once! at
once! Ah! but where to? Where are my clothes? My
boots? They are gone. Ah! hidden away, I have no doubt.
There is my coat, the money, thank God! I will take it and
go away to other apartments where they will not find me. Yes,
but the Address Bureau, they will discover me ; Razoumikhin
will. Better fly further, to America, and defy them. I will
take the bill too, that may be of use. What else shall I take?
They think I am ill, and do not imagine I can get away. Ah!
Ah! Ah! I guessed from their eyes they knew all. If I can
only get down the stairs. Perhaps they have placed a watch
here, the police! What is this? Tea? A bottle of beer,
too, that will refresh me !”

He seized the bottle, in which was about a glassful, and
drank the contents off as if he had a fire in his throat. Many
moments had not elapsed before the liquor got into his head,
and a light, but agreeable, shiver ran through his frame. He
returned to his bed and drew the clothes over him, and, his
thoughts becoming soothed under the influence of the beer,
he sank into a light and pleasing slumber, which was aided by
the comfort of the new pillow on which his head rested. He
awoke, later on, with the feeling on him that some person was
in the room, and opening his eyes, they fell upon Razou-
mikhin, who was standing at the door, seeming undecided
whether to enter or not.
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“ Ah, you are awake! Bring up the bundle, Nastasia.”

“What time is it ?” ‘Raskolnikoff asked, looking wearily
around.

“Six o’clock. You have slept for six hours.”

“Heavens ! How could I have slept so long !®

“ What is the matter ? There is no hurry. We have plenty
of time before us. I have been here several times, but you
were fast asleep ; also twice to Zosimoff—he is not at home. I
have been moving my things to-day—uncle and all. 1 have
an uncle with me now. Never mind, though! Give me the
bundle, Nastasia. Now, my friend, tell me how you feel.”

“I'm quite well. I'm notill. Have you been here long ?®

“I told you I was here a little while ago.”

% Yes, but before then.”

“ How before?”

% When did you first come ?*

“Why, I told you all about that. Have you forgntten ?*
Raskolnikoff tried to think, but all was muddled, and he gave
an appealing glance at Razoumikhin. ¢ Oh, you are confused,
but the sleep has done you good, and you look better—indeed
you do.” He looked at the bundle brought in by Nastasia,
and continued: “I have been very busy in the matter too.
You know, we must make a man of you. Do you see this ?”
diving into the bag, and holding up a fairly good, but at the
same time cheap and ordinary, cap. “Let us try this on.”

“ Not now,” said Raskolnikoff, pushing it away.

“ Do, please, it is getting late, and I shall not be able to
sleep if I do not see how they fit, for I bought them on chance.
There, that is the latest thing in caps. What do you think I
gave for it?” Raskolnikoff making no reply, Razoumikhin
turned to Nastasia. *What do you say?”

“Twenty kopecks, I should think.”

% Twenty kopecks! Fool!” cried he, offended. % Why, one
could not buy 1t to-day for eighty. Now then we approach the
United States, as we call them at college,” and Razoumikhin
spread out before Raskolnikoff a pair of light summer trousers
in pretty good condition, without stains, and then a waistcoat,
apparently much too large for its purpose. “ Rather loose, I
think, but that will not matter, all the more comfortable. You
see, Rodia, to be in fashion one must observe the seasons, and
if asparagus 1s not customary in January one need not have it,
and it saves money : so it is with respect to my purchase, For
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it is summer, and I have bought accordingly. When the time
comes for darker autumn suits you can abandon this if it does
not abandon you. Now, as to the price. What is your idea ?
two and a quarter roubles and the old agreement ; if it wears
out this year, they give you another pair gratis next year. Now
we arrive at the boots. One can easily see they have been
worn, but they will last a month or two, for they are of foreign
manutacture. The Secretary of the English Embassy was in
want of money, and sold them. He had only had them a
week. Price, a rouble and a half. Lucky, wasnt 1?”

¢ But perhaps they are no fit,” muttered Nastasia.

¢ Not fit ?” replied Razoumikhin, pulling out of his pocket
one of his friend’s patched muddy boots. “I take good care
of that. I got the exact size. As for the linen, that was not so
easy; but, however, here are three shirts with fashionable fronts.
Now let us reckon up:—eighty kopecks the cap, two roubles and
a quarter the clothes, boots a rouble and a half] shirts five
roubles—in all, nine roubles and fifiy-five kopecks. Here are
forty-five kopecks change ; please to take them. Now you are
completely rigged out, and in quite a fashionable style. As
for socks and other little things, you can buy those yourself.
There remains twenty-five roubles ; and you need not mind
the rent, I have arranged with Pashenka about that. Please
now to change your linen.”

“ No, I will not,” cried Raskolnikoff, who had listened moodily
to the playful recital of the purchase of the clothes. “ Where
did the money come from for these ?” he asked.

“ Money ? Why, out of your own? Didn’t your mother send
it you through Vakrouchin—don't you recollect ? ”

I remember now,” Raskolnikoff answered, after a long surly
silence.

At this moment the door opened and a tall stout man
entered familiarly, as if accustomed to the sight of the sick
man, *Zosimoff at last I” cried Razoumikhin in delight,

i

CHAPTER IV,

OSIMOFF was a tall and stout ran, some twenty-seven
years of age, with a round, colourless, clean-shaven face,
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and his fair hair stood erect on his head He wore spectacles,
and had a large gold ring imbedded in the fat fle-h of one
of his fingers. He was dressed in a light summer coat and
trousers, very fashionable in cut, and everything he had on
seemed spick and span; his licen was irreproachable, whilst
his general appearance was still further set off by a massive
watch-chain. His manner was pompous, but at the same time
studiously easy, though the effort, in spite of his endeavours to
conceal it, was continually apparent. His acquaintances
thought him-insufferable anywhere but in a sickroom, where
he was invaluable.

I have been twice to your place, my friend,” cried Razou-
mikhin. “You see he is awake.”

“I see, I see. How do we feel now, eh?” turning to the
patient and sitting near him on the sofa, after having disposed
of his legs as best he could.

‘“He is out of sorts, and when we wanted to change his
linen he almost cried,” said Razoumikhin.

“ You could have changed that later on if he did not wish
it. The pulse is weak. Your head still aches, does it
not?”

“I am quite well, very well,” Raskolnikoff replied in irrita-
tion, raising himself a little on the sofa and glancing at the
interrogator with sparkling eyes. The effort seemed, however,
too much for him—he fell back again in his old position, with
his face towards the wall.

“Very good, he is going on all right. Has he eaten?”
He was told, and asked what should be given the invalid.

¢ Oh, anything—soup, tea. You need not give him mush-
rooms nor cucumbers, though. nor beef either. The mixture
as before, and I will have a look at him to-morrow. That will
do for to day, and—"”

“‘I'o morrow evening I shall take him for a walk,” said
Razoumikhin,“ in the Yosupoff Garden, and then we intend to
go to the Crystal Palace.”

“I do not think he will be able to be moved. However,
we shall see.”

“ What a pity ! I am just going to give a house-warming in
my new rooms, not two steps away, and we could take him
there. He could lie on the sofa between us. You will
come?”

% Thanks, if possible. What's the entertainment ?”
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“Oh, nothing. Tea, brandy, herrings, cake.”

“ Anyone particular ? ?

*Some young fellows, and my uncle, who has just arrived in
St Petersburg on some trifling business. I have not seen him
for five years.?”

“Who is he?”

“He has passed all his life as a district postmaster, has a
pension now, and is about sixty-five years of age. He is
nothing to speak of, but I am very fond of him myself, Por-
Phyrius Petrovitch, examining magistrate for the district, is to
come. Then some students, teachers, a tchinovnik, a musician,
and an officer—Zametoff.”

“Tell me, pray, what can there be in common between
either of you, and such as Zametoff?” ask.d Zosimoff.

“Oh, those grumb'ers. They all take principles as motives
and dare not follow their desires He s a decent fellow, and
I like him. That’s my principle, and I want no other reason.
Zametoff is an extraordinary man, and we have a matter of
interest in common—?

%1 should like to know what— "

“It is all about a house-painter—that is, a stainer. We have
been working to relcase him. Itis all arranged now. The
thing seems perfectly plain.”

“What painter is that?”

“Did I not tell you? Oh, you only heard the beginning—
about the murder of the old woman. A painter is impli-
cated.”

“Yes, I heard about the murder; it interests me, partly for
a reason—1I read about it in the papers.”

“Yes, they killed Elizabeth, too,” put in Nastasia, address-
ing Raskolnikoff. She had remained near the door listening,

“ Elizabeth ?” he murmured almost inaudibly.

¢ Elizabeth—you knew her? She has repaired your shirts
at times.”

Raskolnikoff turned, as usual, to the wall, where, on the
dirty yellow paper, were depicted some tiny white flowers,
which he mechanically proceeded to examine, and count the
petals and leaves. His feet and arms felt benumbed, almost
as if these limbs were amputated, but he obstinately con-
tinued his occupation, and did not try to stir.

“Well, and what about the painter?” said Zosimoff, with
some gesture of displeasure at Nastasia's chatter,
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Nastasia sighed, and became silent.

“He is charged with the murder,” replied Razoumikhin,

“What proofs are there?”

“Proofs! There are none ; what they take to be proofs are
not proofs. They were on a false scent, just as they were with
Koch and Pestryakoff. All is done stupidly and irrat'onally.
By the way, Rodia, you havegheard something about this? It
happened just before your illness ; when you were at the office
and swooned, they were talking about it.”

Zosimoff looked curiously at Raskolnikoff, who did not
move. “I must keep an eye on you, Razoumikhin. You
are taking too much trouble about a matter which does not
concern you,” Zosimoff continued.

“ Never mind that. We mean to rescue this unlucky man
from the grip of the law,” cried Razoumikhin, bringing down
his fist upon the table. *“ What can be more scandalous?
They talk and talk, fancying that that leads to truth; and they
worship their loquacity. Now, for example,, see the confusion
in the official mind. The door is found closed ; the porters
come ; it is open. Koch and Pestryakofi must, then, have
done the deed! That'’s their kind of logic!”

“Do not put yourself out about it. They are simply de-
tained—it was necessary to do that. I remember meeting this
Koch once. He was in the habit of buying up expired
pledges, was he not ?”

“Yes, the scamp! and notes of hand also. A regular busi-
ness. But have done with him. It is about this 1 am excited
—about their crazy, trivial routine! *We have,’ they say,
¢facts before us!’ But facts are not everything; it is im-
portant to know how to interpret them.” .

“ And do you understand how to go about that?”

* Perhaps. It is impossible to keep silence when one feels
one could give assistance in the matter, if—you know the
details ?”

“T am still waiting for the painter’s history.”

“Yes, of course. Well, li-ten to the story :—On the third
morning after the murder, whilst they were_still engaged in
playing with Koch and the other—spite of the clearest evi-
dence of their every movement—there suddenly came to light
a very unlooked-for fact. A peasant, Dooshkin by name, who
keeps a beerhouse exactly opposite the house, appeared at the
oftice, bringing with him a jewel-case, which contained a pair
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of gold earrings. This was his story :—¢There came to me,
the day before yesterday, a little after eight o'clock at night. a
painter, whom I know well, Mikola by name, and he asked me
for an advance of two roubles upon these things, and in reply
to my question—how did you come by them ?—he replied that
he had found them in the street. I did not ask him anything
further, and I advanced him a oge-rouble note on the thing,
thinking that if I did not do so somebody else would. Besides,
I know this Mikola, he is of the same Government as myself.
Although he is not a drunkard, still he drinks, and we knew
that he was working on the saine job together with Dmitri.

“ ¢ He at once changed the note, and drank off two glasses,
took up his change and went away. Dmitri we did not see at
all. The next day, having heard of the murder, it struck me
at once that the earrings belonged to the old woman, and that
she had advanced money upon them. I immediately set about
making enquiries, and went to their house, and, after preparing
the way carefully, asked, “Where is Mikola?"” Dmitri replied,
“ He is out on the spree somewhere. He came home at day-
break, drunk, and went out again after about ten minutes ; but
I did not see him at all, and went to work alone.” I then re-
turned home,’ said Dooshkin, ‘having learnt all that could be
learnt. Next morning, at about eight o’clock, Mikola appeared
in my place, very unsteady, though not very much in drink,
and capable of conversation. He sat down in silence on a
bench. At this time we had few people in—a stranger, -
another man asleep, and my two boys. I asked, ‘ Have you
seen Dmitri?” “ No,” said he. “Where have you passed the
night?” “On a barge.” ‘“And where,” said I, “did you find
the carrings?” *‘In the street.” He said this in a very fidgety
manner. “Do you not know what has happened in that
house ?” “No, but I have heard sowmething,” he replied, turn-
ing the colour of copper. I looked straight at him, and he,
taking hold of his cap, stood up to go. I wished to detain him,
and said “Stop a bit, Mikola, won't you take a glass?” I
signed to the boy to shut the door, and came forward—only in
time, however, to see him rush out, and when I got to the
door he was out of sight. Of course, I supposed him guilty.””

“ Naturally | ” cried Zosimoff,

“Listen to the finish. Search is made everywhere for
Mikola, and they detain Dooshkin, Dmitri also, and the
barges are visited and all—when suddenly they drop upon him
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in a tavern ncar —— Gate. He had come there, taken off
the silver cross he wore, for which he wanted some brandy. A
few minutes after, a woman, milking, caught sight of him
through a chink in the cowshed, trying to hang himself with a
rope. They laid hands on him, and he said: ¢Take me to
the police-station, and I will make a full confession.” This
was his examination when he got there :—

“Question: ‘How was it when you were working with
Dumnitri you did not see any persons on the stairs at such and
such a time?’ Answer: ¢ Apparently they came, and we did
not notice them !’ ¢Did you hear no noise, or anything un-
usual ?’  “Nothing extraordinary !’ ¢Was it not known to
you the same day that at such a time a certain widow and her
sister were murdered and robbed ?’ ‘I heard it first from
Athanasius Paulitch two days afterwards in a beerhouse.’
¢ Where did you find the earrings?’ ‘In the street.’” ‘Why,
next day, did you not return to work with Dmitri?’ ¢ Because
I took a holiday !’ ¢Where?’ ¢Hereand there”” ¢Why did
you run away from Dooshkin?’ ¢I was frightened !’ ¢ What
of?’ ¢Thelaw.’” ‘How could you be frightened if you felt
you had done no wrong?’ Now, believe it or not, Zosimoff,
but these questions were proposed in all seriousness. I know
it for a fact. Fancy such a thing !”

¢ I 'suppose proofs exist.”

“I do not speak now of proofs, but of such questions, and
those who put them. Well, never mind! They pressed and
badgered him until at last he confessed. ¢ Not in the street,’
he said, ‘but in the room where I was at work with Dmitri.’
¢Under what circumstances?’ ¢We were together all day
until eight o'clock. and were preparing to go away, when
Dmitri took hold of a brush and dabbed in my face sume
rose-coloured wash, then ran away, and I went after him down-
stairs into the court, and caught him near the gate. The
porters were there with some gentlemen. They scolded us
for creating an uproar, as well as did a gentleman who was
passing with a lady. We were on the ground, and I had hold
of Dmitri by the hair, and he was wrestling with me. We
were not in temper, but simply in fun. At last Dmitri got away
and ran off down the street. I tried to overtake him, but could
not, and then returned back to the room we had been working,
in, in order to pack up our things and await Dmitri’s return.
1 stvod waiting in the room, when suddenly I saw ure box
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lying on the floor. I picked it up. It was on the floor near
the door.’”?

“ Near the door? Did he say near the door?” suddenly
exclaimed Raskolnikoff, with an agit ited glance at Razoumikhin,
as he slowly raised himself up from the sofa, and supported
himself with his hands.

“Yes. What has that to do with you?” answered Razou-
mikhin, turning round.

“Nothing,” Raskolnikoff returned feebly, turning back again
to the wall. There was silence for a few moments.

“He is half asleep, I suppose,” at last Razoumikhin re-
marked interrogatively, glancing at Zosimoff, who returned a
slight negative shake of the head.

“ Well, go on,” said Zosimoff, ‘what further ?*

“ What further? Only that he at once left the room, forgot
all about Dmitri, and ran to Dooshkin, received the rouble, and
went straight off on the spree. There's the whole story. What
do you think is the nett result of it all ?”

“ I suppose it isa clue.”

“So now they accuse the painter of the murders. They
have no doubht—"

“ Bah! You excite yourself too much. What about the
earrings ? I suppose you agree that they did come out of the
old woman’s box, and on that very day? That is of some
consequence.”

“The idea! Doctor! You, above all, a man of discern-
ment and reputation, who are acquainted with human nature,
do you not see any further? Can you not understand that this
is the true story, and that the earrings fell into his hands as he
says?”

i But he owns that he lied at first.”

¢ Listen, listen carefully. The porter, Koch, Pestryakoff, the
porter’s wife, the lady and gentleman, in all eight or nine per-
sons who were in the court, are all witnesses to the fact of
Mikola’s strugzle with Dinitri on the ground, and which they
were all watching with interest and amusement. Do you
hear? If they, or only Mikola had murdered anyone, and
then rifled the place, then I ask you only one question: You
know the bodies when discovered were warm, so that the
murders could not have been committed more than five or ten
minutes before Mikola and Dmitri came running out into
the streets ; and I ask you, could they have come out and com-
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menced their horseplay as they did, knowing that but a few
moments would elapse before the deed would be discovered ?
There they were, playing like children, and ten persons were
witnesses ! ”

*It is very strange, and it seems impossible, but—"

“There is no du¢ in the case. Of course the earrings
appearing so soon after in Mikola’s hands constitute a fact
against him; still 1t ought to be counterbalanced by those in his
favour. Unfortunately, our magistrates have no id :a of arguing
these questions from a psychological point of view—they look at
nothing but bare facts, and that exasperates me | ”

“I sce well enough you are annoyed ~Was there any proof
that the earrings did realiy b:long to the old woman?”

“That was proved by Koch, who recognised the things,
and said whom they belonged to; while the latter has estab-
lished his claim to them.”

“And did no one see Mikola at the time when Koch and
Pestryakoft ascended the stairs, and can’t an a/i6i be estab-
lished ?”

“ No,” replied Razoumikhin rather sorrowfully, “even Koch
and Pestryakoff took no notice when they passed Mikola’s
room, They recollect that the dor was open, but could not
recollect whether any workmen were about or not.”

“ Well, how do you explain all these facts? Can you
account for the finding of the property—that is, if Mikola’s tale
is true?”

“ Explain it ? What is there to explain, the thing is self-evident.
The earrings explain all. The actual murderer dropped them.
The murderer was u)stairs when Koch and his companion
knocked, and he held the door. When Koch “foolishly went
away, the man slipped down after him, because he could do
nothing else and there was no other outlet ; on the stairs he
heard the porter and Koch commencing the ascent, and he
must have got into the empty room just at the moment
when Mikola and Dmitri ran down into the street. Their
fighting attracted the attention of everyone in the yard, and
the murderer thus succeeded in getting away unperceived.
The earrings dro,ped out of his pockets as he stood at the
door. They clearly show he was there, and that’s the whole
mystery.”

“Very clever! No, my friend, you are too ingenious.”

“ Howso?”



116 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT,

“Because the plot is too well arranged and interwoven—
quite theatrical in fact.”

“Bah!” cried Razoumikhin. But just at this moment the
door opened, and ther: appeired upon the scene a face
unknown to anyone in the room,

CHAPTER V.

HE intruder was a man, apparently not very young, of
affected manner and pompous carriage, with a close
and snappish-looking countenancg. He remained at the door
looking around with an offensive and unconcealed expression
of astonishment, which seemed to ask: *“Wherever have I
come to?” Mistrustfully and with an affected assumption of
fear and doubt, the man took to examining Raskolni-
koff’s low and dark chamber, until at last he fixed his eyes
upon Raskolnikoff himself, who, undressed and unwashed, lay
upon the miserable and dirty sofa, intently regarding the new-
comer with a bold glance of inquiry. The tension of silence en-
. dured for several moments, until at last the gentleman softened
his demeanour a little and, turning to Zosimoff, civillv. but
stiffly, said, laying stress on each syllable :

“ T wish to see Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikoff, a student
or ex-student—is he here ?”

Zosimoff lazily turned, and possibly would have answered,
had not Razoumikhin anticipated him. ¢There he lies, on
the couch. What is it you want?” This familar ¢ What is
it you want?” seemed to wound the visitor’s dignity, and he
almost looked round at the speaker, but recollected himself in
time, and turned pointedly to Zosimoff.

“ There is Raskolnikoff,” said the latter, as he tossed his head
in the direction of the bed, and began to yawn, opening his
mouth to the utmost, and prolonging the liberty as long as
possible. That over, he dragged his watch out of his pocket,
opened it leisurely, and then in the same slow manner replaced
it in his waistcoar.

Raskolnikoff hiwself lay all this time on his back, and stub-
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bornly continued to eye the new-comer. His face was ghastly
pale and expressed the deepest anxiety and trouble, as if he
had just borne a most painful operation or had come from
the rack. The new arrival at first awakened curiosity in him ;
then doubt, then almost fear. When Zosimoff, pointing to
him, said : * There is Raskolnikoff,” he quickly raised himself,-
indeed almost leapt up, and, in a broken and agitated
voice, said: “Yes, I am Raskolnikof! What do you
want?”

The visitor looked at him attentively, and replied: “I am
Peter Petrovitch Looshin. I have an idea that my name is not
entirely unknown to you.”

But Raskolmikoff, who seemed to await something quite
different, bluntly and vacantly looked at him, and gave him
back no answer, as if he had just heard Looshin’s name for the
first time. .

“How ? Is it possible you have received no information .
about me? " asked Peter Petrovitch, a little put out. In reply,
Raskolnikoff slowly let himself down on his pillow, placed his
hands to his head, and fixed his eyes on the ceiling. Looshin’s
anger became very visible, and it was not decreased by his
feeling that Zosimoff and Razoumikhin were attentively watch-
ing him. “I supposed and reckoned,” he exclaimed, “that
the letter which was sent off at least ten days or a fortnight ago
would—"

“ One moment. Why do you stand at the door ? ” suddcnly
broke in Razoumikhin. “If you have anything to communi-
cate, sit down. Nustasia, stand aside. Over here! A tight
fit. Here’s a chair.”

The guest managed to step over Razoumikhin’s legs, and,
stumbling past, sat down upon a chair drawn from under the
table.

“Do not be put out,” chuckled Razoumikhin. *You see
Rodia has been ill for the last five days, and three days he
was delirious. He is now, however, better and is picking up a
bit, and even eats with appetite. This is the doctor who
attends him, and I am Rodia’s friend and companion, who is
now nursing him. I, too, am a student. And now, sir, will
you in turn please say what is your business ?”

“] thank you. Am I not perhaps disturbing your patient
by mv presence and conversation ? ” returned Peter Petrovitch
to Zosimoff, .
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“No, no,” replied Zosimoff, “it may possibly entertain
him,” again yawning.

“Oh, he has quite recovered his reason, since morning,”
joined in Razoumikhin, whose familiarity Looshin apparently
deeply resented.

*Your mamma,” commenced Looshin.

“Hum | ” Razoumikhin ejaculated. Looshin looked at Him
questioningly.

“ Nothing. Please go on.”

Peter Petrovitch shrugged his shoulders. “Your mamma,
whilst I was there, commenced writing an epistle to you.
Since my arrival in St. Petersburg I have purposely refrained from
paying you a visit until the present moment, in order to allow
you time to become acquainted with everything, but, to ray
great astonishment, I find—"

“I know, I know ! ” cried Raskolnikoff in a tone of irrita-
tion. “ You are the bridegroom? Yes, I know all. That’s
enough | ”

Peter Petrovitch grew pale with anger, but kept silence,
only turning as if for an explanation. During the silence
which followed this outburst, Raskolnikoff resumed his former
occupation of staring his visitor in the face, this time very
particularly, as if he had not had time to do so before, or had
discovered some entirely new feature in the man ; to obtain a
better view, he even raised himself up from the couch. Really
there seemed something in the appearance and manner of
Peter Petrovitch to justify the appellation of *bridegroom,”
which had been so unceremoniously thrown at him. There
was no doubt, indeed it was very apparent, that Peter Petrovitch
had spent the last few days in “getting himself up” in ex-
pectation of his bride’s arrival. His clothes were fresh from
the tailor and very good, only they were too new, and there-
fore prominent. His little elegant round hat, also new,
furthered the impression; Peter Petrovitch nursed it very
affectionately, and carefully held it in his hands.  The gloves,
too, were a pair of grey kid of the very best make, which,
however, he simply carried in his hand for appearance. The
shades which Looshin affected were all light, the cut youthful.
A very bright tie with pink stripes completed his attire.  His
face was very fair and even good-looking, and he certainly
seemed younger than his age, forty-five. Dark mutton-chop
whiskers, very tastefully thickened towards his cleanly-shaven
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chin. His hair, scarcely flecked with grey, was curled,
without giving him the comical or foolish appearance which
very often happens. On the contrary, if there was really
something unfavourable and repellent in his fair and grave
face, it was due to other circumstances. After having gazed
with scant ceremony into Looshin’s face, Raskolnikoff gave a
malicious smile, sank back on his pillow, and turned his eyes
to the ceiling as before.

Looshin apparently decided to take no further notice of his
peculiarities, and spoke thus :—‘“I am scrry, very sorry that
I"find you in this condition, and if I had known of your
illness I should have called sooner. But you can understand
my worry. I have, besides, very serious and weighty business
in the Senate, and I do not lose sight of other matters which
you may guess. Your mother and sister I expect hourly—"
Raskolnikoff turned and was about to say something. His
face expressed some wish, and Peter Petrovitch stopped ; no
remark came, however, and he proceeded: “Yes, hourly. I
have found apartments for them.”

“Where ?” asked Raskolnikoff feebly.

“ Not very far from here House Bakalieffa.”

“I know it,” Razoumikhin put in. “It belongs to the
merchant Eugéne —”’

“Yes.” .

% Most horrible place—filthy and dirty—ah! and suspicious
characters and deeds. The devil knows who does live there.
I got there once under very scandalous circumstances. How-
ever, it is cheap.”

“] have not much knowledge of these places, being new
to the city,” replied Peter Petrovitch touchily. “I have found
two very clean rooms, and it is but for a short time, till the
house I have taken can be made ready. I am lodging, for the
present, close by, at Mrs. Lippevechzel’s with a young friend of
mine, Andrea Semenitch I.ebeziatnikoff, He told me of
the place.”

« Lebeziatnikoff ? ” slowly repeated Raskolnikoff, as if the
name recalled something to his mind.

“Yes, he is in a Government office. Do you know him?”

¢ Yes—— No,” replied Raskolnikoff.

¢“Pardon my asking the question. I was at one time
his guardian—a very dear young man with advanced ideas. I
am always glad to meet young folks, one always learns what is

13
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new from them,” and Peter Petrovitch looked round be
nignantly.

“In what sense do you mean ?” asked Razoumikhin.

“In the most serious sense,” replied Peter Petrovitch,
evidently glad of the question. “I, for example, have been ten

ears absentfrom St. Petershurg ; allthese reforms, novelties,and
1deas penctrate, it is true, to tue provinces ; but to understand,
know, and see everything, one must be in the capital, and, to
my idea, you can never learn these things quicker than in the
society of our young men. I own I am glad—I may be
mistaken, but it seems to me there is found among them a
clearer insight, a more critical spirit, and more acute
reasoning.” .

“’I'us is all very true,” Zosimoff hastened to say.

“Is it not ? ” continued Peter Petrovitch, with a favourable
glance at Zosimoff. “ And you agree with us ”—(he was ab.out
to add ‘“young man”)—*that that is progress.” This to
Razoumikhin.

“Very commonplace!”

“ Not so, sir. If, for example, they said to me, ¢ Love thy
neighbour,” and I did so, what would be the result? It would
simply amount to this, that 1 tear my coat in halves, and give
one tu my neighbour ; we should thus be half-naked, and,
according to the Russian saying, ¢ He who hunts several hares at
the same time returns with' none.” But science says, ‘Love
thyself above all, because everything in the world is founded
on se f-nterest. Follow this, and thou maintainest thy gar-
ment intact” Economic truth adds that the more society is
organised on this theory—the theory of whole coats—the more
solid and permanent are its foundations, and the more est..b-
lished are its personal affairs. By following this principle, [
find I attain everything ; and, as for the naked, I see that they
ultimately receive more than the half-coat, not as the outcome
of charitv anl exceptional liberality, but of the ellects of
comn on pro ress.”

“l:rd a me, I am very stupid,” said Razoumikhin warmly,
“and there I leave you. I had some aim in n.y remarks, but all
this chatter of self-diversion and interminable commonplaces
1 blush to listen to. You have hastened to place yourself
b.fore us with all your knowledge; it is pardonable, and I will
not condemn it. I only wished to become acquainted with
one thing ;—what you were!  Enoughl®
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~ ¢ My dear sir,” commenced Mr. Looshin, bending with fear-
ful dignity, “you do not mean so unceremoniously that
”

* “Don’t I? There! that will do !” cried Razoumikhin, as he
turned brusquely round to Zosimoff.

Peter Petrovitch wisely decided to go, after this. T trust
that our acquaintance, upon your recovery,” said he to Raskol-
nikoff, “and in view of the special circumstances of our rela-
tions, will very much increase. Particularly let me wish you a
speedy return to health,”

Raskolnikoff did not reply, and Looshin now rose from his
chair. )

“She must have been killed by one of her debtors,” Zosimoff
was saying.

“Oh, quite certain, Porphyrius has not given me his opinion,”
replied the student, but he is examining the pawners.”

“ The pawners ? ” asked Raskolnikoff suddenly.

“Yes! What then?”

“ Nothing ! ”

% How does he know them ?” asked Zosimoff.

“Koch gave some names, others were written on the
wrappings of pledges, and others came after their things.”

“ How cunning and experienced the rascal must have been !
Such boldness |  Such resolution |

“That is just what he was not,” cried Razoumikhin, ¢ This
is what you all say! I believe, on the contrary, that it was
neither a bold nor a daring deed, but decidedly a first step. If
you consider, you will see how improbable is your idea.
Chance alone brought him out of the scrape, and what does
not chance do? He seems to have foreseen no obstacles, and
how did he manage all? He obtains some ten or twenty
rouble articles, fills his pockets with them ; whilst hidden away
everywhere—in old rags, drawers, trunks, and such-like—were
afterwards found fifteen hundred roubles in hard cash, besides
bank-notes. The man knew how to murder, but not to rob ! ”

“You are no doubt referring to the case of the murder of
the two women,” joined in Peter Petrovitch, who was still
standing there, with his hat and gloves in his hands, and
desirous, before lcaving, of letting off a few more words of
wisdom. He apparently loved notice, and his vanity got the
better of his good sense.

“ Ah, you have heaid of it? "
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““Yes, in society—”

“ Do you know the details? ”

I cannot say I do, but the case interests me from another
point. I do not now speak of the great increase of crime
during the last five years amongst the lower classes, nor of the
unusual and incessant robberies and fires:—stranger than all to
me is that there is to be found the same parallel increase in
offences amongst the h'gher classes. Here, an ex-student
pillages the post on the highroad. There, men of the foremost
rank are found to be forgers of notes—in Moscow, for instance,
a whole company of forgers of the late lottery loan-tickets
has been captured, at the head of which is a professar. of
world-wide celebrity; then our ForeignSecretary is m, steriously
murdered—from pecuniary motives ; and now this cld woman
is killed, not by mouj:ks, for they were not her customers, but
by men of asuperior class. How are we to explain this out-
break of the civilised portion of our community ?

% Economical changes,” said Zosimoff.

“ How to explain it " said Razoumikhin, “ Why, it’s simply
putting your theories into practice,”

“ How, my theories ?” '

“ Follow out your theories which you preach, to the end—
and you say that people may cut throats —”

“Dear me ! ” cried Looshin.

“No, no ! not so I” cried Zosimoff.

Raskolnikoff lay there with quivering upper-lip, breathing
with difficulty, and deadly pale.

“ Economical ideas,” loudly cried Looshin, “ are not incen-
tives to murder, and if it is simply proposed— ”

“But is it the truth?” suddenly shouted out Raskolnikoff,
whose voice trembled in its malicious tone, and whose face
expressed a wild sort of joy at giving offence, “Is it true that
you told your future bride, in the very house she accepted your
hand, that you were all the more glad that she was a beggar,
because it was wise to lift up a woman from indigence, so that
you could the better have dominion over her, and did you not
there and then remind her that she was beholden to you on
this--eh?”

¢ Dear sir,” replied Looshin, irritated and blushing, “Dear
sir, how words are distorted! Excuse me, but I must tell
you that such reports which reach you or—better to say, are
told you—have not the slightest foundation, and I—I suspect
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who—in one word, your mamma—has told you this. She ap.
peared to me to have, notwithstanding her superior character
and nature, some very ecstatic and romantic id:as. Still, it
was far from my belief that she could really maintain such dis-
torted fancies, and give expression to them—and then—and
then—"

“ Do you know one thing ?” cried Raskolnikoff, rising and
looking at him with glistening eyes, “ Do you know one
thing ?”

“ What, sir?” Looshin stood and waited.

“This : that if you agiin dare to breathe one word against
my mother, I will throw you head-over-heels downstairs ! ”

“ What is the matter, Raskolnikoff? ”’ cried Razoumikhin.

“That’s it, isit?” Looshin turned pale and bit his lip.
“ Hear me, sir,” he commenced after a pause, endeavouring to
hide his emotion. “I divined your unfricndliness from the very
first, and therefore remained here expressly to learn more. I
could have pardoned much in your sick condition, but now—
you—never —”

“Tam not ill,” cried Raskolnikoff.

“Then all the more —”

“Go to the devil!”

But Looshin was already gone. Razoumikhin stood up to
allow him to pass, but he took no notice of any »ne, and quitted
the room in a manner betokening the fearful affront he had
received.

“ Leave me ! leave me all | ” shouted Raskolnikoff excitedly.
¢ Leave me! you tormentme! I do not fewr you! Ifear no
one now! Away from me! let me be alone! alone! alone!”

“Let us go,” said Zosimoff.

“ Very well—if we may leave him?”

“ Come,” firmly replied Zosimoff, going out ; and his com-
panion followed. * We must not irritate him.”

“What is the matter with him?” asked Razoumikhin, on
the way downstairs.

“There is something on his mind, something not at all
apparent, which weighs heavily on him, I fear.”

“ Then what does this Peter Petrovitch mean? Evidently
he is to marry his sister, and Raskolnikoff had received a letter
abnut it before his illness.”

“ Yes, worse luck ! and that may have brought on the whole
affar. You remarked that he was indifferent to everything
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discussed except one point which brought him out—I mean the
murder.” .

“Yes, yes,” said Razoumikhin, * it struck me, it seemed to
interest him —startle him. It had the like effect upon hin in
the office, when he fainted.”

““ We will speak further of it this evening. It interests me
de 'ply, and I may have som:th ng to tell you then. I will
return to enquire after him in half-an-hour ; meanwhile we will
adjourn the subject.”

*¢ All right ; thanks! I am going to see Pashenka, and will
get Nastasia to watch him.”

Raskolnikoff looked up with impatience at Nastasia, who
had been in the room all the time, and was even now
loth to go.

“ Will you drink your tea now ?” she asked.

“By-and-by. I wish to sleep. Go away!” He turned
spasmodically to the wall ; and Nastasia left him.

CHAPTER VL

ARDLY had Nastasia left the room, when Raskolnikoff
jumped up, ani, after bolting the door, proceeded to
clothe himself from the bundle left by Razoumikhin. How
strange! He felt a delicious calm in his mind ; not a trace of
fever or delirium ; no feelings of terror, as he had felt. It was
a moment of strange and unexpected tranquillity. His ideas
were precise and clear, and seemed pregnant with resolution.
“To-day! to-day !” he murmured to himself. He recollected,
however, that he was still weak, but he trusted to his newly-
found indomitable will and self-confidence to sustain him in
the st-:et. He was now fully dressed in entircly new clothes,
and st od up ready to go. His eye fcll upon the money uon
the table—the twenty-live roubles—and this he put in his
pocket, together with the change left by Razoumikhin.
Q.iickly undoing the bolt, he passed down the stairs and gained
the street unobserved, although Nastasia was in the kitchen at
her work.
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It was eight o’clock, and the sun had disappeared. The
heat was as intolerable as before, but he inhaled the dusty,
fetid, infec ed town-air with greediness. And now his head
began to spin round, and a wild expression of energy crept
into his inflamed eyes and pale, meagre, wan face. He did
not know, did not even think, what he was going to do; he
only knew that all was to be finished ¢‘to-day,” at one blow,
immediately, or he wouid never return home, because he had
no desire to live thus. How tofinish? By what means? No
matter how, and he did not want to think. He drove away
any thoughts which disturbed him, and only clung to the
necessity of ending all, “no matter how,” said he, with
desperate self confidence and decision. By force of habit he
took his old walk, and set out in the direction of the Hay-
market. Further on, he came on a young man who was
grinding some very feeling ballads upon a’ barrel-organ. Near
the man, on the footpath, was a young girl of about fifteen
years of ag:, fashionably dressed, with crinoline, mantle, and
gloves, and a straw hat trimmed with gaudy feathers, but all
old and terribly worn-out, who, in a loud and cracked though
not altogether unpleasing voice, was singing before a shop in
expectation of a couple of kopecks. Raskolnikoff stopped and
joined one or two listeners, took out a five-kopeck-piece, and
gave it to the girl. The latter at once stopped on a very high
no ¢ which she had just reached, and cried to the man, “ Come
aiong,” and both immediately moved on to another place.

“ Do you like street-music ? ” said Raskolnikoff to a middle-
aged man standing near him. The latter looked at him in sur-
prise, but smiled. “I love it,” continued Raskolnikoff, ¢ espe-
cially when they sing to the organ on a cold, dark, grey
winter’s evening, when all the passers-by seem to have pale,
green, sickly-looking faces—when the snow is falling like a
sleet, straight down and with no wind, you know, and while
the lamps shine on it all.”

“I don't know. Excuse me,” said the man, frightened at
the question and Raskolnikoff's strange appearance, and hastily
withdrawing to the other side of the street.

Raskolnikoff went on, aad came to the place in the Hay-
market where he had met the trader and his wife and Eliza-
beth., No one was there at the moment. He stopped, and
turned to a young fellow, in a red shirt, who was gaping at the
entrance to a flour-shop.
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¢ A man trades here at this corner, with his wife, eh ? ™

“ Everyone trades here,” replied the lad, scanning his
questioner from head to foot.

“What is he called?”

“ What he was christened.”

“ But you belong to Zaraisk, don’t you? To what Govern-
ment ?”

The boy stared at Raskolnikoff. “We have no governor,
your highness, but disiricts. I stay at home, and know
nothing about it, but my brother does; so pardon me, your
most mighty highness.”

“Is that an eating-house there?”

“Taat’s a dram-shop ; they have a billiard-table. You will
find plenty of princesses.”

Raskolnikoff went across the market to another corner,
where there was a crowd of people, all moujiks. He would
have liked to speak to them, but they took no notice of him.
So, after standing thinking a few moments, he turned to the
right, in the direction of V———., Avoiding the market, he
now found himself in Lane. In former times he had .
often sauntered down here, thinking deeply, but now he
thought of nothing. There stood the large hotise, a drinking
and eating establishment, from which, every minute, gaily-
dressed women issued bareheaded. In two or three places
they crowded on the path in groups, especially near where
the entrance to the lower story was, whence came the sound of
singing and twanging of guitars. Women were everywhere,
chattering and shouting. Some were squatted on the pathway.
Here was strolling about a soldier, smoking a cigarette, drunk,
spluttering oaths, and who appeared desirous of going some-
where, but had forgotten where ; whilst scattered about were
the drunk and half-drunk, rolling across the street. Raskolnikoff
stopped to look at the women. All were clothed in cotton,
wore goatskin shoes, and went bareheaded. Some were about
forty, others barely seventeen, but almost all had disfigured
faces and blackened eyes. “Give me something to drink,”
said one, and Raskolnikoff put three five-kopeck-pieces in her
hand, and, passing by, stopped and began to think.

“ Where was it ? " said he to himself. * Where was it that I
read of a condemned man who, at the hour of death, says or
thinks that if the alternative were offered him of existing some-
where, on a height o1 rock or some narrow elevation, wiere
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only his two feet could stand, and round about him were placed
an ocean, perpctual gloom, perpetual solitude, perpetual
storm, to remain there standing on a yard of surface for a life-
time, a thousand years, eternity l—rather would he live thus
than die at once ? Only live, live, live !—no maiter how, only
live! How true is this? Oh, Lord, how true! Oh, miserable
race of menl—and miscrable he, too, who on this account calls
himself miserable | ” he added, after a pause.

He went into another street. ‘“Ah, the Crystal Palacel
Razoumikhin spoke ot the Crystal Palace. What do.I want?
Ah! yes! toread! Zosimoff said he had read in the
papers—”

“There are newspapers here?” asked he, as he entered a
room—one of a suite—rather empty. Two or three persons
sat with tea before them, whilst in a further room a group of
men were seated, drinking champagne. Raskolnikoff thought
he recognised Zametoff amongst them, but he could not be
sure. “Never mind, if it is | ” he muttered.

“ Brandy, sir?” asked the waiter.

*“No, tea; and bring me somec newspapers—for about the
last five days. I’ll give you a drink.”

The papers and the tea appeared. Raskolnikoff sat and
searched, and, at last, found what he wanted. ¢ Ah, here it
is !” he cried, as he began to read. The words danced before
his eyes, but he read greedily to the end, and turned to others
for later intelligence. His hands trembled with impatience,
and the sheets shook again. Suddenly someone sat down
near him. He looked up, and there was Zametoff—that same
Zametoff, with his rings and chain, his oiled locks and fancy
waistcoat and unclecan linen. He seemed pleased, and
his tanned face, a little inflamed by the champagne, wore
a smile.

“Ah! you here?” he commenced, in a tone as if he
had known Raskolnikoff for an age. “Why Razoumikhin
told me yesterday that you were lying unconscious. How
strange! Then I was at your place—"~

Raskolnikoff laid down the paper and turned to Zametoﬂ‘
On his lips was a slight provoking smile. “I know you
were,” he replied, “I heard so. You searched for my boot.
To what agreeable places you resort. Who gives you ch.m-
pagne to drink ?”

“We were drinking together, What do you mean?”
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“ Nothing, dear boy, nothing,” said Raskolnikoff, with a
smile and slupping Zametoff on the shoulders. “I am not in
earnest, but simply in fun, as your workman said, when he
wrestled with Dmutri, you know, in that murder case.”

“Do you know about that ?”

“Yes, and perhaps more than you do.”

“You are very peculiar. It is a pity you came out. You
are ill.”

“Do I seem strange ?”

“Yes; what are you reading ?®

“The paper.”

“There are a number of fires.”

“I am not reading about them.” He looked curiously at
Zametoff. and a ma'icious smile distorted his lips. ¢ No, fires
are not in my line,” he added, winking at Zametoff. * Now,
I should like to know, sweet youth, what it signifies to you what
I1read?”

“ Nothing at all. I only asked. Perhaps I

“Listen. You are a cultivated man—a literary man, are you
not?”

“] was in the sixth class at college,” Zametoff answered,
with a certain amount of dignity.

“The%ixth! Oh, my fine fellow! With rings and a chain
—arich man! You are a dear boy,” and Raskolnikoff gave a
short, nervous laugh, right in the face of Zametoff. The latter
was very much taken aback, and, if not offended, seemed
a good deal surprised. :

“ How strange you are ! " said Zametoff seriously. “You
have the fever still on you ; you are raving ! ”

“Am I, my fine fellow—am I straunge? Yes, but I am
very interesting to you, am I not?”

“Intercsting ? ” .

“Yes. You ask me what I am reading, what T am looking
for ; then I am looking through a number of papers. Sus-
picious, isn’t it? Well, I wili explain to you, or rather confess
—no, not that exactly. I will give testimony, and you shall
take it down that's it. So then, I swear that I was reading,
and came here on purpose ”—Raskolnikoff blinked his
eyes and paused—* to read an account of the murder of the
old woman.” He finished almost in a whisper, eagerly watch-
ing Zametoff’s face. The latter returned his glances without
flinching. And it appearcd strange to Zametoff that a full

”
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minute seemed to pass as they kept fixedly staring at each
other in this manner.

“QOh, so that’s what you have been reading?” Zametoff at
last cried impatiently. ‘What is there in that? ”

“She is the same woman,” continued Raskolnikoff, still in a
whisper, and taking no notice of Zametoff's remark, * the very
same woman you were talking about when I swooned in your
office. You recollect—you surely recollect?”

“ Recollect what ?” said Zametoff, almost alarmed.

The serious expression on Raskolnikoff’s face altered in an
instant, and he again commenced his nervous laugh, and
laughed as if he were quite unable to contain himself. There
had recurred to his mind, with fearful clearness, the moment
when he stood at the door with the hatchet in his hand. There
he was, holding the bolt, and they were tugging and thumping
away at the door. Oh, how he itched to shrick at them, open
the door, thrust out his tongue at them, and frighten them
away, and then laugh, *“ Ah, ah, ah, ah|”

“You are insane, or else ” said Zametoff, and then
paused as if a new thou-ht had suddenly struck him,

“Or what, or what? Now what? ‘T'ell me!”

“ Nonsense!” said Zametoff to himself, ‘“it can’t be.” Both
became silent. After this unexpected and fitful outburst of
laughter, Raskolnikoff had become lost in thought and looked
very sad. He leant on the table with his elbows, buried his
his head in his hands, and scemed to have quite forgotten
Zametoff. The silence continued a long time. * You do npt
drink your tea ; it is getting cold,” said the latter, at last,

“What? Tea? Yes!” Raskolnikoff snatched at his glass,
put a piece of bread in his mouth, and then, after looking at
Zametoff, seemingly recollected and rou-ed himself. His tace
at once resumed its p-evious smile, and he continued to sip his
tea.

“What a number of rogues there are about,” Zametoff said.
“Iread not long ago, in the Moscow papers, that they had
captured a whole gang of forgers in that city. Quite a
colony.”

“That's old news. I read it a month ago,” replied
Raskolnikoff in a careless manner. “ And you call such as
these rogues ? ” he added, smiling.

“Why not?”

“Rogucs indeed! Why, they are only children and buvics
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Fifty banded together for such purposes! Is it possible?
Three would be quite sufficient, and then they should be sure
of one another—not babble over their cups. The babies!
Then to hire unreliable people to change the notes at the
money-changers’, persons whose hands tremble as they receive
the roubles. On such their lives depend! Far better to
strangle yoursclf! The man goes in, receives the change,
counts some over, the last portion he takes on faith, stuffs all
in his pocket, rushes away and the murder is out. All is lost
by one foolish man, Is it not ridiculous?”

“That his hands should shake?” replied Zametoff. “No;
that is quite likely. Yours would not, I suppose? I could
not endure it, though. For a paltry reward of a hundred
roubles to go on such a mission! And where? Into a
banker’s office with torged notes! I should certainly lose my
head. Would not you?”

Raskolnikoff felt again a strong impulse to make a face at
him. A shiver ran down his back. “You would not catch
me acting so foolishly,” he commenced. *This is how I
should do. Ishould count over the first thousand very care-
fully, perhaps four times, right to the end, carefully examine
each note, and then only pass to the second thousand, count
these as far as the middle of the bundle, take out a note, hold
it to the light, turn it over, then hold it to the light again, and
say, ‘I fear this is a bad note,” and then begin to relate some
story about alost note. Then there would be a third thousand
to count. Not yet, please, there is a mistake in the second
thousand. No, it is correct. And so I should proceed until
I had received all. At last I should turn to go, open the dvor,
but, no, pardon me! I should return, ask some question,
receive some explanation, and there it is all done.”

““What funny things you do say !” said Zametoff with a
smile. “You are all very well theoretically, but try it and see.
Louk, for example, at the murder of the money-lender, a case
in point. There was a desperate villain who in broad day-
light stopped at nothing, and yet his hand shook, did it not?
—and he could not finish, and left all the spoil behind him.
The deed evidently robbed him of his presence of mind.”

This language nettled Raskolnikoff. “You think so?
Then lay your hand upon him,” said he, maliciously delighted
to tease him. :

“ Never fear but we shall |
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“You? Go to, you know nothing about it. All you think
of inquiring is whether a man is flinging money about; he is—
then, e7go, he is guilty.”

“That is exactly what they do,” replied Zametoff, “they
murder, risk their lives, and then rush to the pubhc—house and
are caught. Their lavishness betrays them. You see they are
not all so crafty as you are. You would not run there, I
suppose? ”

Raskolnikoff frowned and looked steadily at Zametoft. * You
seem anxious to know how I should act,” he said with some
displeasure.

“I should very much like to know,” replied Zametoff in a
serious tone. He scemed, indeed, very anxious.

“Very much?”

“Very much.”

“Good. This would be my plan,” Raskolnikoff said, as he
again bent near to the face of his listener,; and speaking in such
a tragic whisper as almost to make the latter shudder. “I
should take the money and all I could find, and make off,
going, however, in no particular direction, but on and on until
1 came to some obscure and enclosed place, where no one was
about—a market-garden, or any such-like spot. I should then
look about me for a stone, perhaps a pound-and-a-half in weight,
lying. it may be, in a corner against a partition, say a stone used
for building purposes ; this I should lift up and under it there
would be a hole. In that hole I should deposit all the things I
had got, roll back the stone, stamp it down with my feet, and
be off. For a year I should let them lie—for two years, three
years. Now then, search for them ! Where are they ?”

“You are indeed mad,” said Zametoff, also in a low tone,
but turning away from Raskolnikoff. The latter's eyes glistened,
he became paler than ever, whilst his upper-lip trembled
violently. He placed his face closer, if possible, to that of
Zametoff, his lips moving as if he wished to speak, but no
words escaped them—several moments elapsed— Raskolnikoff
knew what he was doing, but felt utterly unable to control him-
self, that strange impulse was upon him as when he stood at
the bolted door, to come forth and let all be known.

*What if I killed the old woman and Elizabeth ?” he asked
suddenly, and then came to himself.

Zametoff turned quite pale ; then his face changed to a smile.
“Can it be 50 ?” he muttered to himself,
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Raskolnikoff eyed him savagely. “Speak out. What do
you think? Yes? Isitso?”

“Of course not. I believe it now less than ever,” replied
Zametoff hastily.

“Caught at last! caught, my fine fellow! What people
believe less than ever, they must have believed once, eh? ”

“Not at all. You frightened me into the supposition,” said
Zametoff, visibly confused.

“So you do not think this? Then why those questions in
the office? Why did the lieutenant question me after my
swoon? Waiter,” he cried, seizing his cap, “here, how
much?”

“Thirty kopecks, sir,” replied the man.

““There you are, and twenty for yourself Look, what a lot
of money ! ” turning to Zametoff and thrusting forth his shaking
hand filled with the twenty-five roubles, red and blue notes.
“Whence com:s all this? Where did I obtain these new
clothes from? You know I had none You have asked the
landlady, I sujpose? Well, no matter —Enough! Adieu,
most affectionately.”

He went out, shaking from some savage hysterical emotion,
a mixture of delight, gloom, and weariness. His face was
drawn as if he had just recovered from a fit; and, as his
agitation of mind increased, so did his weakness.

Meanwhile, Zametoff remained in the restaurant where
Raskolnikoff had left him, deeply buricd in thought, con-
sidering the different points Raskolnikoff had placed before
him. “Elia Petrovitch is a fool I’ he said at last to him-
self.

Just as Raskolnikoff opened the street-door, he found
himself face to face with Razoumikhin, who was coming up
the steps. They both took another step before they recog-
nised each other, so that their heads almost met ; Razoumikhin’s
face expressed the greatest astonishment, and he cried in a
great passion: “ What the devil are you doing here? You
should bein your bed. I have been seeking you. Rodia, what
does it all mean? Explain yourself, do you hear #”

“T was tired of you all, you wearied me to death. I wish
to be alone,” replied Raskolnikoff calmly.

““ Alone ! when you can hardly move, and your face is like a
sheet, and you have hardly any breath in your body? What
were you doing in the Crystal Palace ? Tell me instantly
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“Get away ! ” Raskolnikoft said, and tried to push past and
‘get free. This exasperated Razoumikhin, and he seized
Raskolnikoff firmly by the shoulders.

“What ! you dare to say ‘get away’ to me? I tell you
what I will do with you, I’ll take you round the waist, wrap
vou up in a bundle, and run home with you, and lock you in;
that’s what I'll do.”

“ Hear me,” Raskolnikoff commenced in an apparently
calm tone. “Is it possible you do not see that I do not want
your kindness? And what is the use of wishing to do kindness
to those who return it by—Dby spitting at them ?  Why did you
search me out at the beginning of my illness, when I perhaps
was only too glad to die? I have shown you to-day that you
torment—weary me, and all this retards my recovery very
seriously, because it irritates me. Zosimoff went away and
left me for this reason, and, for God’s sake, you do the same |
What right have you to restrain me by force? You see I
speak in sober sense, do I not? lLeave me alone then, and
cease your kindness. I may be ungrateful, I may be base, only
let me be. For God’s sake, doso! Go! Gol Gol”

He commenced collectedly and carefully, avoiding giving
offence, although this was ready to burst forth, and ended in
heat and with a long-drawn breath, as in his scene with
Looshin. Razoumikhin stood a Iittle while in thought, and
then withdrew his hands. “ Well then, go!” he said, and
Raskolnikoff went past him. “Stop!” he roared after him.
“Listen! Take yourself off with your babble and fancies, and sit
on your troubles as a hen on her €ggs. There is no sign of life
within you. You are made of oil, and have not a drop of
blood in your veins. I believe not in such as you. Stop, I
say, and hear to the end,” he cried with redoubled rage, as he
saw Raskolnikoff turnto go. “You know I have a gathering
at my new place to-day. They are prohably arriving now. I
left my uncle there, and I must run back. Look here, if you
were not such a fool, such a contounded fool, an infernal fool
with strangers—you see I recognise your cleverness, but you
are a fool, or else if you were not, you wou!d come and join
us, instead of wearing out your boots. Wiil you make one of
us? Zosimoff will be there. Comel”

[{3 No.”

“ Nonsense !” impatiently cried Razoumikhin. “I tell vou
what it is. You can’t answer for yourself, and are not account-



134 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT.,

able for your actions. I'll be bound you will forget all about
this, and come. Don’t forget the address, Potchinkoff’s, third
floor.”

“ 1 shall not come, Razoumikhin,” said Raskolnikoff, and
turned away again.

“1 bet you do!” cried Razoumikhin after him, “If not, I
don’t wish to know you! Is Zametoff in here 2 *

€« ves."

¢Scen him?”*

¢ Yes.”

¢Spoken to him?”®

“Yes.” )
© %“What about? Why don’t you speak ? Never mind! Re-
collect Potchinkoff’s—47. Babooshkinal”

Raskolnikoff had now turned the corner, and Razoumikhin
stood for a moment thinking. At last he shook his head, and
turned to enter the house, but paused halfway up the steps.
% Curse it1” he said, under his breath, “he speaks sersiblv
enough as if——-I am a fool! All lunatics have their lucid
moments, What is he after now, I wonder? Perhaps he means
to drown himself, and I am to blame.” He ran down the
steps, intending to follow Raskolnikoff, but no trace was to be
seen of him, and Razoumikhin returned to the Crystal Palace
in order to question Zametoff,

Raskolnikoff made straight for the —— Bridge, and, stopping
in the middle, leant over the side and gazed abstractedly at
the scene before him. He felt almost too weak to stand there,
and would have been grateful to lie down in the road or any-
where. Inclining over the water, he mechanically looked upon
the last rosy reflection of the setting sun, on the rows of houses
which were darkening in the thickening shades, and upon a
window afar off, which, catching the sun’s last rays, sent a
stream of flame into the dark waters of the canal. Now his
head became giddy, his eyes saw blood, and everything—
houses, passers-by, carriages—went round and round. Suddenly
he shivered violently, thereby perhaps saving himself from
another swoon. He became aware that somebody stood near
him, almost by his side, and he turned to see a girl with a
shawl over her head, a tall girl with a yellow drawn face and
red sunken eyes. She looked straight at him, but really
through him, as if her eyes distinguished nothing, and then,
in a moment, mounted the railings and threw herselt into
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the water. ‘The dirty water rose and swallowed up its victim,
but the drowning woman came directly to the surface, and
the current carried her silently along, her head and feet under
water, and her clothes floating on the surface.

“A boat! a boat!” a dozen voices cried, and a crowd
began to collect.

“Oh, save her! it is my Afrosinkal” shrieked a woman’s
voice, not far off. “ Save her ! pull her out!”

“ A boat! a boat!” they continued to shout.

But a boat was not necessary, for a policeman, running
down some steps, succeeded in drawing her out, and, with the
assistance of a comrade, placed her upon the granite steps,
She there speedily came to her senses, and sat up, rubbed her
eyes, sneezed, and looked very stupid. She said nothing.
Raskolnikoff looked quietly on, but the sight was extremely
- repulsive to him. The police busied themselves with the
woman, and someone mentioned the police-station.

“No ! not water !” Raskolnikoff, murmured to himself,
“What about the office? Why is not Zametoff there now ?
He ought to be at ten o’clock.” He turned round and looked
about him, and then moved off in the direction of the district
office. His heart was empty and depressed, and he strove
agan to drive off thought. No feeling of anguish came,
neither was there any trace of that fierce energy which moved
him when he left the house to * put an end to it all.”

“What will be the end of it? The result lies in my own
will. What kind of end? Ah, we are all alike, and accept
the bit of ground for our feet and live. Must this be the end ?
Shall I say the word or not? Oh, how weary I feel ! Oh, to
lie down or sit anywhere! How foolish 1t is to strive against
my illness! Bah! What thoughts run through my brain!”
Thus he meditated as he went drowsily along the banks of the
canal, until, turning to the right and then to the left, he
reached the office building. He stopped short, however, and,
turning down a lane, went on past two other streets, with no
fixed purpose, simply, no doubt, to give himself a few
moments longer for reflection. He went on, his eyes
fixed on the ground, until all of a sudden he started, as if
someone had whispered in his ear. Raising his eyes he saw
that he stood befure #ie /ouse, at its very gates.

Quick as lightning, an idea rushed into his head, and he
marched through the yard and made his way up the well-

K3
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known staircase to the fourth story. It was, as usual, very
dark, and as he reached each landing he peered almost with
caution. There was the room newly-painted, where Dmitri and
Mikola had worked. He reached the fourth landing and he
paused before the murdered woman’s room in doubt. The
door was wide open and he could hear voices within ; this he
he had not anticipated. However, after wavering a little, he
went straight in. The room was being done up, and in it
were some workmen. This astonished him—indeed, it
would seem he had expe~ted to find everything as he had left
it, even to the dead bodies lying on the floor. But to see the
place with bare walls and bereft of furniture was very strange |
He walked up to the windows and sat on the sill.

There were only two workmen—young fellows—who were
engaged in papering the walls, hiding the former green with a
white paper, covered with tiny lilac-flowers. Raskolnikoff
looked upon the alteration with great displeasure, and, crossing
his hands, continued leaning against the window. His presence
seemingly did not attract their attention; and after a few
words they began to make preparations for leaving off their
work. Raskolnikoff, after a few moments, passed into the
other room, where the bed and the chest of drawers had once
stood. The room seemed very small, and the paper upon the
wall strongly marked the place where the image used
to stand. One of the workmen now saw him, and cried:

“ What do you want here?”

Instead of replying, Raskolnikoff walked to the outer door
and, standing outside, began to pull at the bell. Yes, that was
the bell, with its harsh sound. He pulled again and again
three times, and remained there listening and thinking.

“What is it you want?” again cricd the workman as he
went out to Raskolnikoff.

“I wish to hire some rooms. I came to look at these.”

“ People don’t take lodgings in the night. Why don’t you
apply to the porter ?”

“‘The floor has been washed. Are you going to paint it?”
remark d Raskolnikoff. ¢ Where is the blood ?”

“ What blood ?”

“The old woman’s and her sister's. There was quite a
pool.”

:‘ 1V\;h”o are you?” cried the workman uneasily.

¢
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% Yes.”

“Do you want to know? Come to the porter. T will let
you know.”

“Very well, let us go; we have finished. Are you ready,
Aleshka?”

“ Come, then,” said Raskolnikoff indifferently, and he went
before them downstairs. ¢ Porter!” he shouted as he reached
the groundfloor.

Some people were standing near the entrance watching the
passers-by, and amongst others were the two porters.

“What is it?” one of the porters shouted.

Raskolnikoff did not reply, and stood apart lost in thought.

““He came to look at the rooms,” said the workman.

“ Which rooms ?”

“Where we are working. ¢Why,” he asked us, ‘did you
wash the blood away?’ Then he said there had been a
murder, and he had come to take the place. He buegan pull-
ing at the bell, and told us to come with him here, and he
would explain himself. He insisted.”

“Who are you,” asked the porter impatiently.

“1 am Rodion Romanovitch Raskolnikoff, ex-student. I live
at the house Schilla, in a lane not far from here, No. 14. Ask
the porter there—he knows me,” Raskolnikoff replied in-
differently, without turning to his questioner, and gazing down
the darkening street.

“ What were you doing in those rooms ?”

“ Looking at them.”

% What for? Come, out you go then, if you won’t exp'ain
yourself,” suddenly shouted the other porter, a huge fellow in
a smockfrock, with a large bunch of keys round his waist ; and
he caught Raskolnikoff by the shoulder and pitched him into
the street. The latter lurched forward, but recovered himself,
and, giving one look at the spectators, went quietly away.

“ What shall I do now ?” thought Raskolnikofft. He was
standing on the bridge, near a crossing, and was looking
around him as if expecting someone to speak. But no one
spuke, and all was dark and dull, and dead as a stone—at least
to him, and him alone. Suddenly, about two hundred steps from
him, at the end of a street, a sound of voices was heard, and
a crowd began to gather. In the middle of the road he could
discern a carriage, at a standstill, and round about gleamed a
number of lights. “ What was the matter? ”  Raskolnikoff
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went up to the crowd. He seemed to wish to take interest in
the least incident, and coldly smiled, as he thought that now it
really was decided, he would give himse!f up, and that all would
soon be at an end.

CHAPTER VIL

N the middle of the street stood a carriage, to which were
harnessed a pair of fiery grey horses; it was empty the
coachman had descended to hold the horses’ heads. The
police were there, and a number of people crowded round.
One held a lantern, the rays of which were directed on some
object lying in the road, at the very wheels of the carriage;
everyone had something to say, and, amidst the confusion,
above all could be heard the coachman endeavouring to ex-
culpate himself. Raskolnikoff pushed his way through the
crowd, and managed to obtain, at last, a glance at the cause of
the commotion. On the ground hy a man insensible, with
blood streaming from his face on to his shabby-genteel clothes.
He had been trampled under the horses’ feet, his face appeared
literally beaten in ; evidently it was no laughing matter,

I was driving carelully enough,” exclaimed the coachman,
“but the drunken man did not see my light. I saw him cross-
ing the street, and, just as he neared the horses, he began to
reel about. I shouted but it was too late; he fell before the
horses. I pulled up at once, but the horses are young and shy,
and they trampled upon him. That’s how it happened.”

One or two out of the erowd shouted : “ Quite right, we saw
it all!” The coachman was not so very low-spirited or
frightened, and it was evident the carriage belonged to some rich
and distinguished personage, who was awaiting its arrival some-
where. The police acted accordingly, and prepared to carry
the injured man to the hospital ; no one knew his name. Mean-
while, Raskolnikoff had pushed still nearer, and just then the
light from the lantern shone on the face of the unfortunate
man. He recognised him.

“I know him! I know him!” he cried, pushing right in
frout, ¢ Itis the former Titular Councnllor Marmc.l.uloff he
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lives just at hand, at Kotzel’s. A doctor, quick, I will pay ! ” He
drew forth money, and showed it to the police. Raskolnikoff
betrayed great agitation, but the police seemed satisfied that
they knew who the injured man was. Raskolnikoff gave further
his own name and address, and urged the men to hasten with
Marmeladoff to his home. *There itis, only threce houses
off,” he shouted, “ Kotzel’s, the rich German’s. I know him
well.  He is a drunkard, and has a wife and children, and one
daughter besides. Let him be taken home, and not to the
hospital ; there is a doctor in the same house, and I will pay.”

Helpers were soon found ; they raised the man and bore him
away. The house was hardly thirty paces off, and, going on in
front and supporting the head, Raskolnikoff led the way.
“ Here it is, here! Carry him up head-forwards. I will pay I
thank you all,” he said.

Catherine Ivanovna, as usual, was fceling ill, and walking to
and fro, with her hands pressed to her forehead, muttering to
herself, and constantly coughing. Occasionally she would stop
to speak to her eldest daughter, the ten-year-old Polenka, who
kept her great wise eyes fixed upon her, although engaged at
the time in undressing her little brother, who had been unwell
all the day, in order to put him to bed. The still younger sister
stood near, waiting for her turn to be relieved of her rags. The
outer door was closed, in order to keep out the tobacco-smoke
rising from the floor below and added to the cough of the
poor consumptive woman. Catherine Ivanovna, it appeared,
had been in worse health this week; the red spot on her cheek
burned more brightly than ever.

“You cannot think, you cannot even imagine, Polenka,”
said she, as she continued her march, ¢ the style in which we
lived at papa’s, and how happy we were, until this drunkard
brought me and all of you children to ruin. Papa was a
Colonel and almost the Governor, there was only one step
higher for him; and everybody used to say to him, ‘We
already look upon you, Ivan Michailitch, as our Governor,’
when I—when I—oh! wretched life | ”—(she clutched at her
throat to ease a fit of coughing)—* when I appeared at the ball
at the Commander’s. Princess Bezzemelnaya asked as I passed
with your father, Polya: ¢Is that the noble girl who danced
with a shawl at the commencement of the holidays ?’—You
must sew that hole up; see to it at once and darn it, as I
taught you—My cough! oh dear ! it will tear me to picces l—
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And then it was that Prince Tschegolsky, who had just arrived
from St. Petershurg, asked me to dance a mazurka with him; the
very next day he wished to make proposals for me, but I
thanked him in flattering terms and told him my heart was
given to another. That other was your father, child. My
father was fearfully angered about it !'—Is the water ready?
Give me the shirt and stockings, Leda” (turning to the young
child). “I must wash your things, too, to-night.—God ! what 1s
that? Again! what is the matter? ” she cried, as she saw the
door open, and people pressing forward, with some burden.

“ What is it ? What are you bringing here ? Oh, heavens !|”

“Where shall we lay him?” asked a policeman, as he
looked round.

“ On the sofa, there, place his head so,” said Raskolnikoff.

“Run over in the strcet, drunk,” shouted someone from
the landing.

Catherine Ivanovna stood erect, deadly pale, and breathing
with difficulty. The children were frightened, and the little
Leda gave a scream, and ran to Polya and clutched at her
diess, trembling the while. Having seen Marmeladoff
properly laid down, Raskolnikoff now turned to the wife.

“ For heaven’s sake, be calm, do not be alarmed |” said he
quickly. “ He was crossing a street and was knocked down
by a carriage. Do not distress yourself—he will come to. I
ordered him to be brought hcre. You know me. I was here
once, you recollect? He will recover, I will pay !”

‘“ He will never recover,” she cried despairingly, as she ran
to her husband.

Raskolnikoff at once recognised that this woman was not
one who immediately gave herself up to faints and swoons.
In an instant she had placed under his head a pillow which
no one had noticed. She then loosened his clothes, although
at the same time there was going on a hard struggle within,
She did not lose herself however, and kept back from her
trembling lips the cry ready to burst from her choking throat.

Raskolnikoff had persuaded someone to run for the doctor,
who, it appeared, lived in the building. “I have sent for a
doctor, do not trouble, I am going to pay,” said he to
Catherine Ivanovna. “Is there no water?  Give me a towel
at once, or anything ; he is hurt, but not killed, be assured of
that. Well, we shall hear what the doctor says.”

Catherine Ivanovna ran to the window, where, on a table in

——— e am
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a corner, stood a large pan filled with water ready for the night’s
washing of her children’s and husband’s linen. ~This was done
at least twice a week by the wife herself, and the only time when
the things were available for the tub was when the owners were
asleep. Catherine Ivanovna was particularly clean, and wil-
lingly made this sacrifice of her rest rather than endure
uncleanliness as well as rags. She seized the pan, but stumbled
and almost fell with the burden. Raskolnikoff had found a
towel, and, having dipped it in the water, he set himself to wash
the blood-stains off Marmeladoft's face. Catherine Ivanovna
stood near, with pain depicted on her face and her hand to her
throat. She looked as it she also needed help. Raskolnikoff
began to reflect that he had perhaps done no wise actin
ordering the wounded man to be brought home. The police-
man stood in doubt.

“Polya!” cried Catherine Ivanovna, “run quickly to Sonia.
If she is not at home, say her father is run over, and that she
is to come at orce.”

During all this time the rooms kept filling with people, until

there was not room for an apple to falldown. The police had
all left, with the exception of one man, who tried to keep the
crowd back. From every floor the occupants poured, and, after
hesitating at the outer door, became bolder, and pressed 1ight
into the room itself, Catherine lvanovna noted this and fired
up:
“Do you wish to kill him ?” she yelled at the crowd. “ What
have you come here to look at—with cigarettes too! he, he
he '—and hats on! Have you no respect for the dying?
Away! Be off1”

A violent fit of coughing stopped her further speech, but
her words were of avail. Catherine Ivanovna seemed to be
rather feared—at any rate, the crowd began to fall back towards
the door, having gratified that secret fecling of satisfaction at wit-
nessing distress from which no man is free, though it may be
accompanied by most sincere feelings of pity and commisera-
tion. Someone in the crowd here made a suggestion to take
the wounded man to the hospital, which Catherine Ivanovna
no sooner heard than she rushed to the door to lecture the
crowd again. Here she encountered Madame Lippevechzel,
who, hearing of the accident, was making her way into the
room in order to see how matters stvod. She was an extremely,
choleric and disorderly Geran woman.
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$“Ack 1 Mein Gott! »—clasping her hands. “Your drunken
hushand has been trampled upon by a horse ; take him off to
the hospital. I am the landlady!”

* Amalia Ludvigovna, I ask you to recollect what you are
saying,” haughtily began Catherine Ivanovna. (She always ad-
dressed the landlady in this style, so that she should know
“her place,” and even now could not deny herself this pleasure.)
¢ Amalia Ludvigovna—"

“Ihave told you time after time not to dare to call me
Amalia Ludvigovna, but Amalia Ivanovna.”

“You are not Amalia Ivanovna, you arc Amalia Ludvigovna.
I am not one of your low flatterers, like Mr. Lebeziatnikoff, who
is grinning there at the door.” (This gentlemen was 1eally
there, and saying, with a radiant face, “Now they grapple ! ”)
‘ I shall always call you Amalia Ludvigovna, and really I cannot
understand why this title does not please you. You see yourself
what has befallen my husband. I ask you at once to close the
door and let no one enter, otherwise I swear to-morrow your
conduct shall be reported to the Governor-General. The
Prince knew me in his youth, and recollects Simon Zacharovitch
very well, and has shown him many kindnesses. Everyone
knows that my hushand had many powerful friends and pro-
tectors, whom he abandoned from feelings of delicacy, as he
knew his own unhappy weakness ; and now, even now, one
helps us (pointing to Raskolnikoff), this noble-minded young
man who has means and connections, whom my husband knew
as a child. And rest assured, Amalia Ludvigovna: "

All this was spoken very quickly, but coughing at times
sadly interfered with Catherine Ivanovna’s eloquence. At
this moment the dying man revived and moaned, and the wife
ran back to him. Marmeladofi opened his eyes, and fixed an
unexpressionless look upon Raskolnikoff, who was standing
near. His breath came with difficulty and rarely, whilst large
drops of perspiration stood on his forehead, and the blood
oozed from his injured lips. Catherine Ivanovna watched him
with a stern look, but from her eyes ran a few tears.

“Good heavens! Look at his poor chest! Look at the
blood, the blood | ” she cried at last, in despair. “We must
take off his waistcoat. Turn a little, Simon Zacharovitch— that
is, if you can,” she added.

Marmeladoff recognised her. “A priest]” he said, in a
hoarse voice.
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Catherine Ivanovna turned to the window, and, resting her
forehead on the frame, cried out inagony : “Oh, most wretched
existence | ”

“A priest!” repeated the dying man, after a moment’s
silence,

“ Hush—sh | ” she said to him. He heard her voice, recog-
nised it, and became silent. She returned to his pillow, and
he timidly looked into her face. He did notlong remain quiet,
as his glance happened to tall upon the form of his little child,
his favourite daughter Leda, who was cowering, as ifin a fit, in
a corner, her little eyes fixed upon her father.

“ Ah | —— " he sighed, and endeavoured to speak,

“ What is it ? ” asked Catherine Ivanovna.

“ Bare-legged | ” he murmured, noticing the child’s half-clad
state.

“Silence!” shouted Catherine Ivanovna, threateningly.
“You ought to know why she is so.”

“ Thank heavens | —the doctor at last | ” cried Raskolnikoff
in delight.

The doctor came, an old German gentleman, who, with the
aid of the wife, undid the husband’s bloody shirt, and bared his
throat and chest. This part was fearfully battered, and, in
addition, his right-ribs were fractured ; whilst on his left-side,
near the heart, was an ominous black and yellow spot, a cruel
blow from a hoof.

“] can do nothing for him,” said the doctor to Raskolnikoff.

“\hat do you mean?”

¢ He is dying.”

¢ Is there no hope? ”

“None. Heis near the last gasp. Imight stop the blood,
but that would be of no avail. In five minutes he will be
dead.”

Some movement here took place amongst the crowd at the
door, and the people made way for an old grey-haired priest,
who entered the room, bearing before him the Holy Sacrament.
The doctor gave way at once, and cast a significant glance at
the priest. Raskolnikoff asked the former to remain, even
though it was useless ; he shrugged his shoulders and consented
todo so. All stepped back. ‘The ceremony took but a little
time, and it was doubtful whether the dying man understood a
word ; occasionally he would make a vain attempt to articulate ;
Catherine Ivanovna took hold of Leda and the child on the
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table, and, placing them before her, fell upon her knees. She
bit her lipsto prevent her tears, and, as she prayed, sought to
arrange the attire of her half-clothed children a little. At the
door of the inner chamber the spectators had pressed forward
again, whilst beyond them the gathering of the curious still
kept augmenting., Only one dim candle lighted up the whole
scene.

At this moment the crowd opened its ranks to let little
Polenka pass, who had run for her sister. She was quite out of
breath, and, catching her mother’s eye, went up to her and
said, “She iscoming, I met her in the street.” A young girl
made her way quietly and timidly through the centre of the
crowd, and strange indeed was her unexpected appearance in
the room, in the midst of poverty, rags, distress, and death
itself. She, tro, was in rags, and her clothes worthless, although
decked out for the street with all the glaring prominence of
herkind,  Sonia remained at the threshold of the inner door,
and stood there looking as one in a strange place, who knew
nobody. Her gaudy attire, her colomed silk-dress with its
displaced train, the light boots, the parasol (quite unnecessary
at night), her little round hat trimmed with flaming scarlet
feathers, all made a striking figure in such a scene. From
under her hat appeared a poor little wan and frightened
countenance, with open mouth and eyes, immovable from
terror. Sonia was small and slightly built, with fair hair and
complexion, and possessed v ry attractive blue eyes. She
continued to stand there, breathing heavily from having hurried,
until some whispering amongst the crowd, evidently about her,
reached her ears. She cast down her eyes, and advanced
further into the room, although barely beyond the threshold.
The last sacraments had now been administered, and Catherine
Ivanovna went up to the dying man. -The priest prepared to
retire, and, before leaving, turned to say one or two words of
consolation to her. :

““ What will become of these?” she asked, pointing to her
children.

“God is merciful, lady. Trust in the power of the Most
High,” commenced the priest.

“ He is not merciful to us.”

“You are wrong, lady, very wrong,” replied he, shaking his
head.

“Am I? Look there !” said she, pointing to her husband.
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% No doubt those who were the involuntary cause of the
accident will idemnify you for the loss of his support, and
assist you.”

“You do not understand me!” cried Catherine Ivanovna,
waving her hands. “Indemnify me for him? A drunkard
who rolled under the horses’ feet! And as for being a help,
he never did anything but cause me misery. He drank every-
thing away. He robbed us to find drink, and my life and my
children’s have been ruined in the drink-shops. Thank God,
he is dying, the loss is little.”

% One should forgive in ths hour of death. It is wicked,
lady, a great sin, to have such thoughts.”

Catherine Ivanovna turned again to the dying man, and
rubbed the perspiration and blood from his brow, gave him
water to drink, and smoothed his pillow.

“Ah, sir! yours are words only. Pardon, you say?” she
exclaimed. “ Had he come home drunk, as usual, and not
hurt, I should have washed his clothes, along with my
children’s, all night long, and then, waiting until they were dry
again, as soon as light came I should have stitched and darned
at the window. Such are my nights. And then to speak of
forgiveness !”

Her cough stopped further words, and she was obliged
again to hold her throat with one hand, whilst with the other
she placed a handkerchief to her mouth. She withdrew it as
soon as the fit had subsided, and held it out to the priest. It
was full of blood. He turned his head away, and said nothing.
Marmeladoff seemed now in great pain, and his eyes were
rigidly staring at his wife, who was now anew bending over
him. He was evidently endeavouring to say something to
her ; his lips moved, and an indistinct sound came from them.
Catherine Ivanovna divined that he wished to ask her pardon, -
and at once cried harshly to him:

“Keep quiet! Hush! There is no need. I know what
you want to say.”

The dying husband refrained from further efforts, but at the
same moment his now wandering eyes fell upon his daughter
Sonia, standing at the door. At first he did not recognise her,
as she was standing in the shade. “ Who is that? ” he asked,
in a thick, hoarse voice, as his face assumed an aspect of
terror, his eyes glaring wildly where his daughter stood.

¢ Lie still | will you?” cried Catherine Ivanovna.



146 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT.,

But he strove with all his strength to raise himself, and kept
his eyes immovably fixed upon his daughter. Evidently he
did not recognise her in such a costume. Suddenly he knew
her, as she stood with the greatest grief marked upon her little
face, awaiting her turn to say farewell to her dying father.

“Sonia, my daughter! forgive me !” he cried, as he en-
deavoured to seize her hand, but his strength failed him com-
pletely, and he fell back heavily, his head hanging over the
sofa and touching the floor. They raised him, and placed him
upon the sofa again, but his end had come. Sonia, with a
fecble cry, ran and embraced him. He died in her arms.

“ He is gone!” cried Catherine Ivanovna, gazing at the
corpse of her hushand. ¢ What shall I do now? How to
bury him? And how shall I feed them ?”

Raskolnikoff came up to Catherine Ivanovna. ¢ Catherine
Ivanovna,” he began, “last weck your dead husband imparted
to me the history of his life and all his circumstances. Be
assured that he spoke of you with the highest respect. That
same evening when I learnt how devoted he was to you all,
and how he loved and esteemed you especially, Catherine
Ivanovna—spite of his unhappy weakness, that moment saw
us friends. Allow me now to assist to discharge a debt to my
dead friend. Here are twenty roubles ; if they are of use to
you in your need, then—I—in a word—1I will come again ; to-
morrow—to-morrow without fail—that is, perhaps, to-morrow,
again. Adieul”

He rapidly passed out of the room, and made his way
through the crowd to the stairs, where he came face to face
with Nicodemus Thomich, who, having heard of the misfor-
tune, was hastening up. They had not met since the scene
in the office, but Nicodemus Thomich recognised him
immediately.

“ You here ? ” he asked.

“He is dead,” replied Raskolnikoff, “a doctor has been
and a priest. All in order. Pray do not disturb the poor
widow, she is in a decline besides. Comtfort l-er, if possible,
You are a kind man, I know,” he finished, with a smile, as he
looked straight into the other man’s eyes.

“You are wet with blood,” said Thomich, noticing by the
light of a lantern some fresh blood-stains upon Raskolnikoff’s
waistcoat.

“Yes, I am all over blood,” Raskolnikoft answered with a
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peculiar glance. He smiled and tossed his head, and passed
downstairs.

He descended quietly without hurrying. A new life seemed
welling up within him, a feeling akin to that of a condemned
man upon suddenly receiving his pardon. Halfway down the
stairs, the priest, who was also leaving the house, overtook
him, and Raskolnikoff, stepping aside, silently exchanged bows
with him. He had hardly reached the last step, when he
heard somebody behind him. It was Polenka, the little
daughter, who was calling after him : “Sir! Sir!”

He turned round, and looked at the thin but pretty face of
the little child. She slid down the handrail, which evidently
pleased her, and she looked at him with a little smile: ¢ Sir,
will you please tell me your name? And where you live, too?”

He put his two hands on her shoulders, and gazed upon her
with some happiness. It was pleasant to do so—he knew not
why. “ Who has sent you?”

“ My sister, Sonia,” replied the child, still smiling,

“ I thought your sister had sent you. »

“Mamma also told me; when sister Sonia asked me,
mamma said: ¢ Yes, run quickly, Polenka.”

“ Do you love your sister Sonia?”

“I love her more than anybody,” the child answered eagerly,
and her smile became more serious.

“ And will you love me ?”

Instead of a reply, he saw the child draw nearer to him ; and
her swollen lips were naively put out to kiss him. Then her
thin, match-like arms closed round him, and she held him
tightly as she began to cry softly, her hold becoming stronger
and stronger. “ My poor papa!” she said, after a while, as
she wiped her tears away with her hand.

¢ Did your papa love you?”

¢ He loved Leda more than any of us,” she replied serionsly
and without a smile. *“ He loved her so much becau:e she
was little and delicate, and he always brought her presents, but
he taught us the Bible and grammar,” she said with pride.
¢ Mamma said nothing, but we knew, and papa knew, she was
pleased. She wished me to learn French, as a lady should.”

*“ And you learned to pray? ”

“Oh yes—long ago. I used to pray myself, and Kolia and
Leda prayed aloud together with mamma. First they prayed
to ¢ Our Lady,” and then prayed, ¢ God, forgive and bless dear
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sister Sonia,” and then, ¢ Lord, pardon and bless our other
papa,’ because our old papa was dead, and this was our new
one, and we prayed for him too.”

“ Polya, my name is Rodion ; when you pray, pray for me
too, for Rodion—nothing else.”

“ All my life I will pray for you,” the child said firmly, and
she smiled again, and threw her arms round him once more.

Raskolnikoff gave her his name and address, and promised
he would return to-morrow. The child left him in rapture,
It was now eleven o’clock as he reached the street. In five
minutes he was on the bridge again—at that same spot where
he had encountered the would be suicide.

“It is sufficient!” he muttered solemnly and decidedly.
“ Away, spectres! away, fear! away, visions! This is life.
Am T living now? Did my life not leave me together with
the old woman’s? Heaven be hers and enough | peace
to her! The reign of reason and light commences now, ot
will, of force. Let us examine ourselves, and measure our
minds,” he said conceitedly, and, as if thinking over in his mind
some dark resolve: “ Ah me! it seems I agree to accept the
yard of foothold and live on. I am very weak again, but it
seems all the sickness is gone. I knew it would be so as
I came out. Let me see—Potchinkofl’s, Razoumikhin’s
quarters, is not far off—a few steps. No, let him amuse
himself as he may. It is nothing! Strength, strength is
necessary; without strength one can attain nothing, and
strength begets strength. This they do not know,” he said
proudly and conceitedly to himself, as he crossed the bridge
with the lightest step. * He was full of self-satisfaction. What
had caused this jauntiness? What had changed? He knew
not himself; it had simply come into his head that he must
live, that there was life still, and he had not parted with it
along with the old woman.

Perhaps he jumped rashly to this conclusnon, and it was
simply a catching at a straw, but it did not matter, and he
did not think. He was in the best of spirits as he lightly
sought out Razoumikhin’s rooms. He soon found the house,
and the porter directed him to the new lodgers. On the
staircase he could hear the noise and racket of a great
gathering. The door was wide open. Razoumikhin’s room
was pretty large, but the company numbered about twenty-five.
Raskolnikoff halted at the door. The landladys two scrvants
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were busily engaged in handing round tea, cake, &c., and
also sundry bottles. Raskolnikoff called for- Razoumikhin.
The latter ran to the door at once. At a glance, it was
evident that he had been drinking unusually freely, although
he was not a man who generally showed the effcct of his
potations.

“I am only come to tell you that you have won your bet.
I cannot, though, make one of you. I am so weak, that I
shall fall down directly. That is all, and, now, good-bye |
Come to me to-morrow.”

‘“ I.et me accompany you home- since you are so weak.”

“ Attend to your guests! Who is that fellow looking this
wayr”

“That? Oh, I don’t know—some acquaintance of my
uncle’s, My uncle is a dear old tellow—pity you cannot stay
to be introduced. However, never mind. Never mind the
lot—I must look after you. Wait a moment. I'll call
Zosimoff.”

Zosimoff came out with a certain amount of readiness, and
looked with some curiosity at his patient. “ You want sleep,
an,” he said, examining him. “ I must give you a powder—
will you take one? I have them here ready.”

. % Certainly,” replied Raskolnikoff.

“It is a good thing you are going to see him home,”
Zosimoff remarked to Razoumikhin. * What to-morrow will
bring we shall see, but to-day heis not so bad; thereis a
remarkable change.”

“Do you know what Zosimoff whispered to me as we came
out ?” said Razoumikhin as soon as they were in the street.
“I did not tell you then, because there were fools about ;
Zosimoff ordered me to talk with you on the way and prevent
your talking at the same time ; and then he told me that he
had an idea—an idea that you were mad, or pretty near it.
Fancy such a thing! In the first place, you are twice as
intelligent as he ; secondly, you are not so stupid as to be
offended at his having such a nonsensical idea ; and, thirdly,
he has got the idea ot mental disease from your last conversa-
tion with Zametoff.”

“ Has Zametoff told you all ?”

“Yes, most clearly. I can now understand your every
thought, and so can Zametoff. Yes, in one word, Rodia, the
thing is this— I am a little tipsy, I fear That is nothing ; the

1 3
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thing is this, that this feeling, you know? The thing that
none of them dared to say aloud, that story did not last long,
and, when they brought the painter, it all became clear and
vanished away. Now, why are they such fools? I gave Zame-
toff a good blow—(this between ourselves, brother, mind, not a
word that you know)—I saw he was nettled, but to-day it is
perfectly plain, principally this Elia Petrovitch! he was present
when you swooned, I know.”

Raskolnikoff listened greedily, while Razoumikhin rambled
on in a tipsy way.

“The smell of the paint and the foul air made me faint,”
said Raskolnikoff.

“ Very likely, but it was not the paint only. The fever had
been gathering in you for a month past, according to Zosimoff.
You quite frightened Zametoff to-day in the Crystal Palace and
horrified him with your nonsense ; then all at once you showed
him you were poking fun at him. Oh, why was I not there?
Now Porphyrius wants to make your acquaintance too.”

“Indeed? And why do they put me down as mad ?”

¢ Not exactly mad, my friend ; it seems I talk too freely,
You interest him very much. I am a little in drink, I know,
but that seems to be about his idea.”

¢ Listen to me, Razoumikhin,” said Raskolnikoff, after some
little silence. “ I want to tell you everything straight out. I have
just been at a dead man’s, a tchinovnik’s, who was run over. I
gave away all my morey ; and, moreover, there greeted me a
being who, if 1had killed anybody I—in one word I saw there
another creature, with a flame-coloured feather—[ am stupid.
Hold me, I shall fall—Here is the staircase——"

¢ What is the matter ? ” asked Razoumikhin, alarmed.

“ My head swims a little, only it has nothing to do with that
affair, but it is to me so sad, so very sad, poor woman{ Look !
What is that? Look !”

¢ What do you mean?”

“Do you not see? A light in my room! See!” Both
stopped at the last flight near the landlady’s door, and sure
enough a light was plainly to be seen in Raskolnikoff’s room,

¢ Strange ! Nastasia, no doubt, though,” said Razoumikhin.

“No, no. She never comes at this time ; besides, she is in
bed, long ago. Good-bye,”

«'What do you mean? I will see you up. Let us go
together.”
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“Yes, yes; but I wish to shake hands now and say good-
bye here. Now, give me your hand. Good-bye.”

“ Whatever has come to you, Rodia ?”

% Nothing ; let us go in.  You shall be witness.”

They mounted the stairs, Razoumikhin thinking that Zosi-
moff, after all, was quite right. “Perhaps I upset him with
my talk,” thought he to himself. Suddenly, as they reached
the door, they heard the sound of voices in the room,

“ Who can they be ?” cried Razoumikhin.

Raskolnikoff rushed forward first and threw the door wide
open. His mother and sister were seated on the couch, and
had been expecting him for half an hour. Why did this take
him by surprise? How was it he had never thought about
them after hearing that very day that they were expected?
During this half-hour they had been entertained by Nastasia,
who was standing before them and retailing to them all the
news, together with her own secret ideas. They had bnth
started with fright when she told them that he had rushed out,
ill as he was, into the street, and had been seen no more.
% Heavens! what has become of him?” Both wept, «nd
suffered much during this half-hour of anxiety. A joyful cry
greeted Raskolnikoff’s appearance. They rushed up to him,
but he stood there like a stone. A sudden and insupportable
thought had chilled him to the marrow, and his hand was not
put out to grasp theirs ; it wou!d not move.  His mother and
sister rushed to him with open arms, kissed him, smiling, cry-
ing. He took one step, faltered, and fell down upon the floor
in a swoon. Razoumikhin, who was standing at the door,
immediately rushed towards him, and, taking the fainting man
in his powerful arms, deposited him on the sofa, amidst the
cries and screams of his relations.

“ Nothing, nothing!” he cried out to them, “this is only a
swoon, Water! He will soon come to himself and be all
right. The doctor said so.”

And Razoumikhin seized Dounia by the hand and almost
dragged her forward to “see him come to himself.” The
mother and sister looked on Razoumikhin with feelings of
gratitude, as one providentially sent ; they had already learnt
from Naslasia what this ‘lively young man,” as she called him,
had been to Rodia in his illness, in the course of her confi-
dential conversation with Dounia and Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

LS



PART IIL

CHAPTER I

ASKOLNIKOFF halfrose and sat upon the couch;
then, after cutting short the flow of Razoumikhin's
eloquent consolations by a slight gesture, he caught his
mother and sister by the hand, and gazed for two whole
minutes first at the one, then at the other, without uttering
a syllable. The fixed expression in his face was one of sorrow
and anxiety, and had about it something uncanny. It
frightened Pulcheria Alexandrovna, and she began to cry.
Euxodia Romanoff looked pale, and her hand trembled as it
lay it her brother’s.

“ Go home to your lodgings—with him,” said he in broken
accents, pointing to Razoumikhin, “go away till to-morrow,
and then— But when did you come ? ”

“We have just arrived, Rodia, replied Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna, “ The train was very late ; but, Rodia, I could never
bear to leave you now! I will stay here all night and
watch—"

“ Don’t plague me ! ” returned he in a tone of irritation.

“I will stay with him,” said Razoumikhin briskly; “I will
not leave his side for a minute; my guests may look after
themselves and take affront if they choose | Besides, my uncle
is there to play the host.”

“How can Iever thank you enough?” began Pulcheria
Alexandrovna, again pressing Raskolnikoffs hand, but her son
cut her short,

“I cannot, I cannot do with it,” repeated he in an agonised
voice, “do not keep on tormenting me! Go away at once |
1 cannot stand it | ”

¢ Let us go, mamma,” whispered Dounia in an anxious tone,
“let us leave the room for the present at any rate, our
presence merely worries him,”
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“And am I not to spend a single minute with him after
being parted from him these three years?” groaned Pulcheria
Alexandrovna.

“ Wait a bit,” said Raskolmkoﬂ' ‘““you are always interrupt-
ing me, and making me forget what I was about to say. Have
you seen Looshin ?”

“No, Rodia, but he has already heard of our arrival. We
were told, Rodia, that Peter Petrovitch had been so kind as to
call on you to-day,” added Pulcheria Alexandrovna rather
timidly.

“Yes, he was indeed so kind— Dounia, I told Looshin just
now that I was going to kick him downstairs, and I wished the
devil might take him—"

“ What do you mean, Rodia? You could not surely ?—it is
‘not possible !” began the terrified mother, but a glance at
Dounia prevented her from proceeding further.

Euxodia Romanovna stood with her eyes fixed on her brother
waiting for a further explanation. The two ladies felt cruelly
perplexed, having alreadyheard of the quarrel through Nastasia,
who had given some account of it after her own fashion and to
the best of her comprehension.

“ Dounia,” proceeded Raskolnikoff, exerting himself, “T will
not have this marriage, so pray dismiss Looshin to morrow, and
let me never hear his name again.”

“ Good heavens !” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“Only consider what you are saying, brother ? ” said Euxodia
Romanovna vehemently, but she restrained herself, and added
in a gentle tone : ‘“Perhaps you are not quite yourself at this
moment-- you are feeling tired ?”

“Do you think I am wandering? No. You are going to
marry Looshin on my account. I will not accept the sacrifice,
So you will just write to him to-morrow and break off the
engagement. Bring me your letter to read in the morning,
- and it will be all settled.”

“1 cannot do that!” cried the young girl with some resent-
ment. “ By what right—"

“ Oh, Dounetchka, you are getting angry, too. Let it be
till to-morrow. Don’t you see—" stammered the terrified
mother, darting to her daug .ter’s side. “Let us go, it is the
best thing we can do!”

“ He is not quite himself!” chimed in Razoumikhin, in an
unsteady voice which betrayeld that he had been drinking,
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“else he could never— But he will come to his right senses
to-morrow. It is quite true that he showed the gentleman the
door, to-day, and irritated him a good deal. He was holding
forth in this room and explaining his theories, but he slunk oft
with his tail between his legs—"

“Then it is all true ?” exclaimed Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“ Good bye till to-morrow, brother,” said Dounia in a com-
passionate tone. “ Let us go, mamma! Adieu, Rodial”

He made a final effort to address her. “I am not delirious,
sister, as you may see ; this marriage would be a disgrace. /7
may be infamous, but there is no reason why you should be—
it is enough for me. And. however great a wretch I may be, I
would repudiate you as my sister, if you were to contract any
such marriage. You may choose between me and Looshin|
And now go—"

“ You are out of your mind! You are a perfect despot}”
vocilerated Razoumikhin.

Raskolnikoff made no answer; he was probably in no state
to do so. Utterly exhausted, he sank back on the sofa and
turned his face to the wall. Euxodia Romanovna’s sparkling
eyes were fixed inquiringly on Razoumikhin, who felt startled
by the glance. Pulcheria Alexandrovna was filled with con-
sternation.

“1 cannot make up my mind to leave ! ” murmured she, half
in despair, aside to Razoumikhin, *I must stay somewhere
near him. Take Dounia home.”

“You would spoil all!” returned the young man in the
same low tone, feeling at his wit's end. * Let us clear the room,
at any rate. Bring a light, Nastasia! I swear,” continued he
under his breath, as soon as they were on the staircase, “that
he was all but beating the doctor and myself just now! Even
the doctor—fancy that! Besides, it would be impossible for
you to let Euxodia Romanovna remain by herself in those
lodgings! Remember what sort of house it is. Could not
that rascal Peter Petrovitch have found something more suit-
able for you? Well, you are aware I have been drinking a
drop too much, and so—inake use of rather strong expressions,
pray excuse them —”

“ Well,” resumed Pulcheria Alexandrovna, “I am going to
find Rodia’s landlady, and ask her to put Dounia and myself
up somewhere for the night, I really cannot abandon him in
this state 1 ”
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This conversation took place on the landing just outside the
landlady’s door. Nastasia was standing on the last step, hold-
ing the light. ‘Razoumikhin was in a state of great excitement.
Half an hour earlier, when he had been taking Raskolnikoff
home, he had been most loquacious, and was conscious of it;
still his head had remained clear, in spite of the immense quan-
tity of wine he had taken in the course of the evening. He
had now fallen into an ecstatic state, heightened by the effects
of the heady liquor. He had caught both ladies by the hand,
and began to harangue them in the most unconstrained fashion,
attempting to convince them and add emphasis to each word
by squeezing their fingers, while his eyes remained fixed
on Euxodia Romanovna. The poor women, suffering from his
grasp, endeavoured from time to time to disengage the fingers
mprisoned in his large bony hand, but he paid no heed, and
only clasped them all the tighter, never thinking of the pain he
was inflicting. Had they asked him to oblige them by throwing
himself down head foremost, he would have done it in an
instant, Pulcheria Alexandrovna felt Razoumikhin to be very
eccentric, and his grip terrible ; still she thought of her Rodia,
and so closed her eyes to the peculiar manner of the young
n)gn, who seemed to have been sent so providentially to her
aid.

Euxodia Romanovna, indeed, shared her mother's anxieties,
but, though not naturally timid, she could not endure the fiery
glances cast on her by her brother's friend without some feel-
ings of surprise, and even uneasiness. Had it not been for the
unbounded confidence in this singular man with which Nastasia’s
account had inspired her, she would have made her escape at
once, and taken her mother with her. Still she understood
that it would be difficult to do without him at this juncture,
Within ten minutes, however, she felt much reassured ; what-
ever Razoumikhin’s condition might be, he soon showcd
himself in his true colours, and revealed his real character.

“You must not think of asking the landlady any such thing,
it would be the height of absurdity,” was his prompt reply to
Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “You may be Rodia’s mother, but,
if you stay here, you will only exasperate him, and Heaven
knows what may happen. Now, listen to what I have to sug-
gest: Nastasia will attend to him for the present, while I see
you both home, for, in St. Petersburg, it will not do for two
women to venture through the strects by night alune, After
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seeing you safe, I w1ll run back here, and, within anothet
quarter of an hour, I solemnly promise to bnng you word how
he is, and whether he has gone to sleep. Well, then, listen !
Next thing, I will run to my own lodging—(I have a party
there, and all my guests are drunk)—and I will fetch Zosimoff,
the doctor who is attending Rodia ; he is at my place now, but
not drunk, for he never takes wine. I will bring him to our
patient, and then on to see you, so that, within the hour, you
will have two reports of your son—first mine, and then the
doctor’s, which will be of more value. I your son {s worse, 1
promise to bring you back here; if he is going on well, you
can just go to bed. I will spend the night here, in the corridor,
so that he will know nothing about it, and I will get the land-
lady to give Zosimoff a bed, so as to have him at hand if
wanted. At this moment, I believe the doctor's presence at
Rodia’s bedside to be of far more importance than yours, so do
you go home. You cannot get the laundlady to give you a bed ;
she might take e in, but not yox, because—well, because she is
afool. If you must know, she has fallen in love with me ; and
she would be sure to feel jealous of Euxodia Romanovna, and
of yourself too, but especially of Euxodia Romanovna. She is
a most peculiar woman! I am a fool too, I confess. Well
then,’ come. Will you not trust me? Tell me whether you
do?”

“Let us go, mamma,” said Euxodia Romanovna, “I feel
sure he will keep his pro1 is. Does not my brother owe his
life to his care ? And if the doctorreally consents to spend the
night here, what more could we wish?”

“Come, you understand me, you are an angell” cried
Razoumikhin enthusiastically. “Let us be off! Nastasia, go
upstairs at once with the light, and stay by him; I shall be
~ back in a quarter of an hour.”

Pulcheria Alexandrovna, though not altogether convinced,
made no more objections. Razoumikhin seized both ladies by
the arm, and halfled, half-dragged them down the stairs.
‘The mother still felt some anxiety: “ He can bestir himself
certainly, and wishes to do all he can for us; but can we
depend on any promises he makes in his present condition ?”
The young man divined her thoughts.

“ Ah, I see, you think 1 am under the influence of drink,”
said he, as he strode along the pavement, without observing
the ladies’ difficulty in keeping pace with him. *That does
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not signify in the least—I mean—that is to say, I have drunk
like a beast, but it is not the wine that has got into my head.
As soon asl set eyes on you, I felt struck—never mind my
words, I am talking nonsense, I feel so far, far beneath you!
As soon as I have seen you to your lodgings, I shall go to the
canal, which is close at hand, throw a bucketful or two of
water over my head, and be all right. If you did but know
how I loved you both! Don’t laugh, and pray don’t be
angry! Be angry with anyone else you like, but not with me!
I am his friend, and consequently yours. It is what I wished.
I had a presentiment, for you seem suddenly to have fallen
from the skies. 1 shall not sleep a wink to-night. Zosimoff
said but just now that he was afraid he might go mad—that is
why we must avoid irritating him !”

“ What are you saying ? ” cried the mother.

“Is it possible that the doctor can have said so?” asked
Euxodia Romanovna in alarm.

¢ He did, but he is mistaken, completely mistaken. He had
given Rodia some medicine, a powder, which I saw ; and, just
then, you arrived. Well, it would have been better if you had
waited till to-morrow. We did well to retire. In another
hour -Zosimoff himself will come, and report to you on his con-
dition. He is not intoxicated, and I shall be all right by then.
But why did I get so terribly excited? Because the wretched
fellows drew me into a discussion, and I have vowed never to
argue with anyone again! They will talk such stuff! A little
more, and I should have seized them by the throat! I left my
uncle there to preside over the entertainment. Well, would
you credit it ? They are partisans of complete impersonality ;
supreme progress, in their eyes, is to be as little resemblance
as possible to oneself. We Russians have chosen to live on
other people’s ideas, and we are saturated with them. Is it
true? Iswhat I say true?” cried Razoumikhin, squeezing
both ladies’ hands. ' .

“Oh, good gracious ! I know nothing about it,” said poor
Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“Yes, yes—though I cannot agree with you in every point ”
added Euxodia Romanovna gravely. Scarcely had she uttered
these words when a cry of pain escaped her, provoked by
Razoumikhin’s energetic shake of her hand.

“Yes, yes! you say? Well then, you are a fountain of
goodness and purity and reason and perfection!” exclained

.
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the young man, transported with joy. “Give me your hand,
give itto me, and let me have yours too, that I may fall upon
my knees and kiss them this instant !’  And down he went in
the centre of the pavement, which was, fortunately, deserted at
the moment.

“ Pray, don’t! What do you mean?” cried Pulcheria Alex.
androvna, greatly alarmed.

¢ Please get up,” said Dounia, laughing, though she could
not help feeling rather uneasy also. '

“Never, never, unless you give me your hands! Therel
now I am up, and we will walk on. I am an unlucky idiot,
quite unworthy of you, and blush to think that I am in liquor
at this moment—I am not worthy to love you, but all who are
not perfect brutes must kneel and bow down before you. That
is why I did homage. Here are your lodgings, and Peter
Petrovitch deserved to be turned out by Rodion for putting
you here! How dared he lodge you in such a place ?—it is
scandalous! Do you know the sort of people that live here ?
And you are engaged to this man? Well, I must say that
your future husband is an uncommonly queer sort of tellow |”

¢ Listen to me, Mr. Razoumikhin; you are forgetting—"
began Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“ Yes, yes, you are right, I did forget, I am ashamed of my-
self,” blurted out the student apologetically, “but, but you
must not take offence. I only said it because I am so out-
spoken, and not because— Well, 1t would be ignoble; in a
word, it is not because— I dare not finish my sentence! But
as soon as the man left us, we all felt he was not one of our
sort. Well, come, it is all right now. You forgive me, don’t
you? Well then, let us goon! I know this corridor, I have
been here before ; there was a scandal here, at No. 3. Which
is your room? No. 8? Then you had better lock your door
for the night and admit no one. In a quarter of an hour I
shall return and report to you, and half-an-hour afterwards you
will see me here again, with Zosimoff. Good-bye for the present!”

“ Good heavens! Dounetchka, what is going to happen ?*
said Pulcheria Alexandrovna, anxiou:ly, to her daughter.

“Don’t be uneasy, mamma,” returned Dounia, taking off
her bonnet and mantle, “God has sent this gentl:man to our
assistance ; I am sure we may depend on him, in spite of his
having just emerged from such orgies. What he has already -
done for my brother—” i
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“Ah, Dounetchka ! Heaven only knows if he will ever come
back! How could I ever make up my mind to leave Rodia?
Litde did I expect to find him in this condition! How
strangely he received us! You might have thought he was
vexed at our coming.” Her eyes were glistening with
tears.

It was not that, mamma. You could not see him well, you
were crying all the time. He has been much shaken by this
severe illness, and that accounts for it all.”

% Oh, this illness! What will be the end of it? .And how
strangely he spoke to you, Dounia!” resumed the mother,
timidly, trying to read her daughter’s eyes. Still she was more
than half consoled when she found that Dounia was ready to
defend her brother, thus showing that she had forgiven him.
“I know that he will change his mind by to-morrow,” added
she, attempting to sound her still further.

¢ While I am confident that he will keep to his opinion—on
that subject,” rejoined Euxodia Romanovna.

The matter was too delicate to admit of Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna’s pursuing it further. Dounia kisscd her mother, who
said nothing, but clasped her in a tight embrace, and then
seated herself to await, with agonised feelings, the arrival ot
Razoumikhin. Her eye rested timidly on the daughter, who
was passing up and down the room with folded arms, lost in
thought. This was one of Euxodia Romanovna’s habits when
she had much to consider, and, in such cases, her mother
found it best to leave her to herself.

Razoumikhin certainly cut a ridiculous figure when, under
the influence of liquor, he suddenly conceived such a violent
admiration for Euxodia Romanovna. Yet the appearance of
the young girl, especially as she paced the room with folded
arms, lost in pensive thoughts, might have sufficed to excuse
the student, even without the apology of his intoxicat:d con-
dition. It was calculated to arrest attention, She was tall and
fine-looking, had a very good figure, and showed in every
feature a touch of selfreliance, which, however, failed to
detract from the grace and delicacy of her movements. In
gesture she was not unlike her brother, yet she might have
been cal'ed handsome. Her auburn hair was a shade lighter
than Rodion’s. Her brilliant dark eyes betrayed a touch of
pride, which at times melted into extreme sweetness. She
was pale, but not sickly; on the contrary, her complexion
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looked fresh and healthy. The mouth was small, the lower
cherry-coloured lip projected slightly, and so did the chin;
these were the only irregularities in her profile, and gave a
peculiarly firm and almost haughty cast to her beauty. The
expression of her face was usually grave and pensive, which
made it look all the more charming when suddenly enlivened
by the gay smile of youth. Razoumikhin had never seen
anything to equal it ; he was ardent, sincere, honest, and frank,
st:ong as a knight of romance, and over-heated by wine—so it
was easy to explain his infatuation. Besides, as chance would
have it, he saw Dounia for the first time at a moment when
her features were to some extent transfigured by tender affec-
tion and the delight of seeing Rodia ; her expression turned to
one of indignant pride on receiving her brother’s insolent com-
mands—and the conquest was complete.

He had only spoken the truth, when he had declared in his
drunken frankness that Prascovia Paulovna, Raskolnikoff’s
eccentric landlady, might be jealous not merely of Euxodia
Romanovna, but even of Pulcheria Alexandrovna herself. The
latter had retained some traces of her former beauty, though
she was now three-and-forty ; and she did not look her age, as
is o'ten the case with women who preserve their lucid faculties,
vivid perceptions, and pure, honest, warm hearts to the verge
of old age. Her hair, indeed, had begun to turn grey and
grow thin; lines had already gathercd round her eyes, and
sorrow and care had stamped themselves on her cheeks ; still
she was handsome. She. might have sat for a portrait of
Dounetchka some twenty years later, without the projecting
under-lip which gave so much character to the face of the
young girl.  Pulcheria Alexandrovna was affectionate and
sensitive by nature, but not weak ; though timid and inclined
to yield, she could make a stand when principle, honesty, or
convictions were at stake.

Within twenty minutes of Razoumikhin’s departure, two
light taps were heard at the door. He was back again. “Iam
not coming in. I have not time,” was his hasty declaration
when the door vpened. “ He is sleeping like a lamb, and I
only hope it may last for ten hours ! Nastasia is with him, and
has orders to stay till I return. Now I am off in search of
Zosimoff. He will bring you his report, and then you must go
to bed, for I can see how tired you are.”” He had scarcely
uttered these words when he vanished.
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¢ What an active, obliging young man !” exclaimed Pulcheria
Alexandrovna, delighted.

“He certainly seems extremely kind !” replied Euxodia
Romanovna with some warmth, and she began to pace up and
down the room again.

About an hour afterwards, steps were heard along the
corridor, and another knock at the door. This time the two
women were confidently awaiting the fulfilment of Razoumi-
khin’s promise ; and he returned, accompanied by Zosimoff,
The latter had not hesitated a second about leaving the
banquet to visit Raskolnikoff, but his friend had more
difficulty in persuading him to call upon the ladies, as he
placed little faith in Razoumikhin’s assertions, believing him
to be still in liquor. The doctor’s self-esteem, however, was
soon reassured and even flattered, for he found himself
regarded as an oracle. During the ten minutes he remained,
he succeeded in allaying Pulcheria Alexandrovna’s anxiety.
He showe:l the greatest interest in his patient, while expressing
himself in grave and reserved language, as becomes a doctor
of twenty-seven called in to a critical case. He never wan-
dered from his subject or attempted to enter into general con-
versation. Though he had at once noticed Euxodia Roman-
ovna's beauty, he did not allow himself to pay her the slightest
attention, but addressed all his remarks to Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna.

All this was gratifying to the mother. He declared Raskol-
nikofi to be now in a most satisfactory condition. He con-
sidered his patient’s illness to be owing partly to the low
material condition in which he had been living for some
months past, but to have its origin likewise in mental causes :
it was a complex product of various physical and psychological
influences, such as preoccupation, care, anxiety, apprehension,
brooding, &c. Zosimoff, having noticed, without appearing
to do so, that Euxodia Romanovna was listening with marked
attention, proceeded to dilate complacently on this theme.
When Pulcheria Alexandrovna asked with timid anxiety if he
had not observed symptoms of insanity in her son, he replied,
with a calm, frank smile, that the meaning of his words had
been much exaggerated. He had certainly noticed a fixed
idea, somewhat resembling monomania, in the patient, and
this all the more because he (Zosimoff) was now directing his
attention especially to this most interesting branch of medical
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study. “DBut we must take into consideration,” added he,
“that up to to-day my patient has been constantly delirious,
and that the arrival of his friends cannot fail to distract his
mind, assist him to regain strength, and exercise a beneficial
influence—that is, if we can secure him against any fresh
shock,” ended he, significantly. Then he rose and bowed
both ceremoniously and cordially, taking his leave amidst
thanks and blessings, and a profusion of grateful acknowledg-
ments. Euxodia Romanovna even held out the little hand
which he had never attempted to touch. In short, the doctor
retired delighted with his call, and still more with himself.

“We will talk everything over to-morrow; go to bed at
once, now ; it is high time tor you to take some rest,” were
Razoumikhin’s orders, as he went out with Zosimoff. * I shall
bring you news the first thing to-morrow.”

“ That Euxodia Romanovna is certainly a charming young
girl | ” ohserved Zosimofl, quite simply, as soon as they were in
the street.

¢ Charming? You call her charming ! yelled Razoumikhin,
darting on the doctor, and seizing him by the throat. If you
should ever dare—do you understand ?” cried he, holding him
by the collar and pinning him against the wall. “You hear
what I say?”

“Let me go, you drunken fool,” said Zosimoff, trying to
shake him off. As soon as he found himself frec, he gazed at
the student standing before him with swinging arms and a
scowling face, and burst out laughing.

“I have no doubt I am an ass,” said he gloomily, * but—so
are you.”

“Not I, my friend. My head is not full of any such non-
sense.” .

They walked on without another word, and it was not till
they had nearly reached Raskolnikoff’s lodgings that Razou-
mikhin, who had been absorbed in thought, broke silence.

¢ Listen to me,” said he to Zosimoff. * You are a good sort
of fellow, but not without your vices; I know you to be a
voluptuous, ignorant sybarite. You love your ease and good
living, and gratify all your fancies. Now, this I call ignoble,
because it is the parent of vice. You are so effeminate, that I
can’t understand, for the life of me, how you manage to be such
a capital doctor and so devoted to your patients. Think of
a doctor sleeping on a feather-bed, when he has to get up by
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night to go and see a patient! Three years hence, it will be
useless to ring at your bell, for there will be no getting you up.
But that is not the question now ; what I have to tell you is
that I am going to sleep in the kitchen, and you will pass the
night in the landlady’s apartments, to which I have had some
difficulty in procuring you admission. You will have an oppor-
tunity of making closer acquaintance with her—not in the way
you suggest ! Not a vestige of any such thing, my friend!”

“1 am not suggesting anything.”

“She is a modest woman, my friend—quiet and timid,
chaste as Diana, and withal most sensitive and aflectionate ! I
would to heaven you would rid me of her. She lavishes so
many attentions upon me that I am wearied of them, and will
hand them over to you!”

Zosimoff laughed still more heartily, It is easy to see
that you have not been on your guard ; you know more than
you choose to say! But why should I make love to her?”

“I assure you, you will find no difficulty in winning her
good graces ; you have only to go on chattering about some-
thing, take a chair by her side, and talk away. And, then,
you are a doctor, and can cure her of some little ailment.
I vow you will never repent it. She has a piano. I singa
little, you know, and so I treated her to a little pathetic Rus-
sian ditty. She likes anything sentimental. That was our first
beginning ; but you are a perfect master of the instrument and
play like a Rubinstein. I am sure you will never repent it!”

““ But what is to come of all this ?”

“Have I failed to make my meaning clear? Don’t you see
that you would just suit each other perfectly? This is not the
first time I have considered your case. You are sure to come
to it sooner or later, and there you would find your feather-
bed, and whatever else you want. Here you would be in port,
secure from all agitation, and have excellent cakes and savoury
dishes, your samovar ready at night and a warming-pan for
your bed. All the repose of the grave, and yet a happy life !
But now we have chattered enough ; let us be off to bed.
Listen. I sometimes awake in the night, and, if I do, I shall go
and see how Rodion is getting on ; so don’t be alanined if you
hear me pass. Should you feel inclined, you might go up just
once, and if you notice anything unusual about him be sure
to call me—though [ don’t expect this will be necessary.”



164 CRIME AND PUNISHMENT

CHAPTER IL

HE following morning, soon after seven, Razoumikhin
awoke, troubled by cares which had never before crossed
his mind. He recalled all the incidents of the previous
evening, and felt that he had undergone a new mental
experience. At the same time, he was conscious that the
dream which had flitted across his brain was absurdly im-
practicable. Indced, he felt the chimera so ridiculous that he
was ashamed to recall it, and passed on hastily to the more
practical questions bequeathed to him by the preceding day.
He felt what distressed him most was the idea of having figured
as a low blackguard. Not only had he appeared drunk, but,
abusing the advantage given him by his position as benefactor ~
to a young girl obliged to have recourse to his aid, he had
allowed a secret silly feeling of jealousy to lead him to speak
against her lover, without knowing their exact relations, or
even the gentleman’s true circumstances. What right had he
to judge Peter Petrovitch so freely? Who had asked his
opinion? Besides, was it at all likely that a creature like
Euxodia Romanovna should marry a man quite unworthy of
her for the sake of worldly advantage? There must be some
merit in this Peter Petrovitch. There was this point of the
lodgings, certainly—but how was he to know what that house
was? Besides, the ladies were only staying there temporarily
while other quarters were being made ready for them. Oh!
how miserable it all was ! And how could he justify himself
by pleading drunkenness—an absurd excuse that could only
aggravate his misconduct ! /z vino veritas, and here, under the
influence of wine, he had revealed the whole truth, viz.,, the
meanness of a ridiculous jealousy. How could he, Razou-
mikhin, have allowed himself to cherish such a dre m? He,
the drunken brutal prattler of yesterday, and this beautiful
girl ! What could be more odious and absurd than to think
of linking them together ?

And then the young man suddenly remembered with shame
what he had said on the stairs the night before about the
landlady’s being in love with him, and how jealous she woull
be of Euxodia Romanovna ; this was the culminating stroke to
his confusion. He could not bear it, and down came his fist
with a great thump upon the kitchen-stove, hurting his hand
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and cracking a tile. “Well,” murmured he next minute, in
utter dejection, “it is done now, and it is hopeless to thi.k of
effacing my misdeeds. I shall give up all idea of that, and
simply present myself before them without saying anything—
merely discharge my task, and make no excuses. I shall not
say a word—it is too late now, the deed is done ! ”

Yet he dressed himself with extra care. He had but one
suit, and, even had he possessed several, he would probably
have retained the one he wore the previous evening, in order
to avoid the appearance of having “got himself up.” Yet a
cynical disorder would have been bad taste ; he had no right
to offend against decorum, especally when he was wanted
and had been expressly requested to come. So he brushed
his clothes carefully ; and, as to his linen, that was always
spotless. Having asked Nastasia for some soap, he proceeded
conscientiously to his ablutions, washing his head and neck,
and bestowing great attention on his hands. When the
moment came for deciding whether he should shave (Prascovia
Paulovna possessing some excellent razors which had belonged
to her deceased husbard, Mr. Zarnitzin), he answered the
question in the negative with a sort of irritation : “No, I will
keep as I am, lest they should fancy I shaved because—no,
not for the whole world!”

His monolojue was interrupted by the arrival of Zosimoff,
who had gone home for a short time after passing the night at
Prascovia Paulovna’s, and had now returned to visit his patient,
Razoumikhin informed him that Raskolnikoff was sleeping like
a dormouse. Zosimoff ordered him not to be disturbed, and
promised to turn in again between ten and eleven. ¢ Provided
he is to be found here ! ” added he. * With such a whimsical
patient, there is no depending on anything! Do you
know whether he was to go to them, or they to come
here?”

“T fancy they will come,” replied Razoumikhin, grasping the
drift of the question. * Of course they will have family affuirs
to discuss. I shall go. You, as the doctor, have naturally
more right here than L.”

“] am no confessor; besides, I have other things to do
besides listening to their secrets. I shall go too.”

“ There is one thing troubles me,” continued Razoumikhin,
knitting his brow. ¢ 1 was tipsy yesterday, and let out things
I had no business to do, as I was taking Rodia home ; among

M
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other absurdities, I mentioned your fear that his brain was
affected—'

“You told the ladies so yesterday.”

“I know what an idiot I have been! Strike me, if you
will ! But tell me seriously, in confidence, what you think of
the case?”

“ What have I to tell? You spoke of him as a monomaniac
when you first called me in. Then, yesterday, we upset him
completely ; I say we, but it was really your doing, when you
would go on talking about that house-painter : a suitable subject
indeed to discuss before a man whose brain may have been
upset by this very affair! Had I been aware at the time of the
full details of that scene at the police-office, and known that he
was acquainted with the suspicions of the vulgar, I should
have stopped you at once. These monomaniacs make moun-
tains of molehills, and convert fantastic trifles into realities. I
half-understand it all, after what Zametoff told us at your party.
By the way, that Zametoff is a charming fellow, but still—
ahem !—he need not have said what he did. His tongue runs
away with him !”

“But whom was he talkingtoo? You and me?”

¢ And Porphyrius too.”

¢ Well, and if he did, what can it matter?”

¢ By the way, you have some influence over the mother and
sister, have you not? They should be careful what they say to
him to-day—"

T will tell them so,” returned Razoumikhin with an air of
annoyance.

¢ Adieu then for the present ; pray thank Prascovia Paulovna
on my behalf for her hospitality. She shut herself up in her
room, and made no answer when I wished her good morning
through the door. I know she was up by seven, for I saw the
samovar being carried in from the kitchen. She would not
deign to admit me into her presence —” .

Razoumikhin reached the ladies’ quarters exactly at nine
o'clock. They had risen before seven, and were expecting
him with feverish anxiety. He walked in with a clouded brow,
made an awkward bow, and then regretted bitterly having
entered in this fashion. He had reckoned without his host:
Pulcheria Alexandrovna ran to meet him, seized both his hands,
and seemed ready to kiss them. The young man glanced
timidly at Euxodia Romanovna, but, instead of the mocking
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expression and ill-disguised scorn which he expected to read
on her haughty countenance, he found gratitude and
affcctionate sympathy, which overwhelmed him with confusion.
He would certainly have been more at his ease had they
received him with reproaches. Fortunately, he had a topic
of conversation ready to hand, which he at once broached.
On learning that her son was not yet awake, but going on as
well as possible, Pulcheria Alexandrovna said it was all the
better, as she much wished for some conversation with
Razoumikhin first. Then the ladies enquired whether their
visitor had already breakfasted, and, hearing he had not,
invited him to join them, as they had waited for him to
come, before sitting down to table.

Euxodia Romanovna rang the bell, which was answered by a
ragged servant. He was ordered to bring in the tea, which
was served in such a slovenly manner that the ladies felt quite
ashamed. Razoumikhin inveighed vehemently against such a
“ hole,” then, remembering Looshin, he stopped short, looked
out of countenance, and felt delighted to be rescued from his
embarrassing situation by the questions showered upon him by
Pulcheria Alexandrovna. His answers kept him talking for
three-quarters of an hour, telling all that he knew of the princi-
pal occurrences in Rodion Romanovitch’s life during the past
year, and ending with a circumstantial account of his friend’s
illness. He naturally passed over all that it was undesirable to
mention, such as the scene at the police-office and its conse-
quences. The two women listened eagerly, and, when he
imagined himself to have given every detail of intcrest, their
curiosity was not yet satisfied.

“ And tell me, tell me, what you think—abh, excuse me, Tam
still ignorant of your name,” said Pulcheria Alexandrovna
eagerly.

“ Dmitri Prokofitch.”

% Well then, Dmitri Prokofitch, T feel so anxious to know
the view of things he takes in general—I mean, as to his likes
and dislikes. Is he always irritable? What are his inclina-
tions—his dreams, if you so call them? What is his particular
vein of thought just now ?

“What shall I say? I have known Rodion for the last
eighteen months ; he is gloomy, morose, proud, and haughty.
Of late (though the germs may have been brooding in him pre-
viously) he has become suspicious and hypochondriacal. He
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is kind and generous, but cannot bear to show his feelings,
and would sooner appear brutal than expansive. Sometimes
he does not appear hypochondriacal in the least, but simply
cold and absolutely unfeeling. One might almost say
that there exist in him two natures, which alternately get the
upper hand.  Sometimes he is extremely taciturn ; everything
and everybody seem against him, and he will lie in bed and
do nothing! He never indulges in raillery, not because he is
not of a sarcastic turn, but rather because he disdains to waste
his words. He never cares to hear what anyone has to say,
and takes no interest whatever in what is occupying the
attention of everyone else at the time. He has a high opinion
of his own ability, not altogether without justification, 1 will
own, - What more can I add? Your arrival seems likely
to produce a most salutary influence.”

“ Heaven grant it may ! ” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna, much

* perturbed by these revelations about the character of her Rodia.

At length Razoumikhin ventured to look a little more
closely at Euxodia Romanovna. While he talked he had often
cast a glance her way, but only by stealth. She had been
sometimes sitting at the table, listening to him with attention,
and then, rising, would pace up and down the room with
folded arms and closed lips, occasionally stopping to ask a
question. It was a habit of hers, also, not to hear people out.
She was wearing a thin, dark woollen dress, and a small white
fichu round her neck. Razoumikhin soon perceived, by
various indications, that the two women were very poor. Had
Euxodia Romanovna been arrayed like a queen, she would
probably not have intimidated him in the least ; but now, per-
haps just because of the poverty of her attire, he felt greatly
constrained in her presence, and exercised a circumspection
over his expressions and gestures which naturally added to his
embarrassment..

* You have given us many curious details as to my brother’s
character and—with great impartiality. It is quite right; I
thought you were an admirer of his,” observed Euxodia
Romanovna, with a smile.  “I think some woman must have
affected his life,” added she thoughtfully,

I never said so; you may possibly be right, only—"

“What?”

“He loves no one, and perhaps he never will,” pursued
Razoumikhin,
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% You mean that he is incapable of loving?”

“ Do you know, Euxodia Romanovna, how terribly like your
brother you are—in almost every respect?” were the words
that escaped the young man’s lips. Then, suddenly re-
membering the judgment he had just passed on Raskolnikoff,
he became confused and turned as red as a lobster. Euxodia
Romanovna looked at him, and could not help smiling.

“You may both be mistaken in Rodia’s character,” remarked
Pulcheria Alexandrovna, slightly piqued. I am not speaking
of the present, Dounetchka. What Peter Petrovitch writes in
this letter, and what you and I suppose, may not be true, but
you can scarcely imagine, Dmitri Prokofitch, how capricious
and whimsical he is. When he was but fifteen, his character
was a constant source of surprise to me. Even now, I con-
sider him capable of doing things that would never occur to
anyone else. To go no further, he nearly broke my heart
eighteen months since by taking it into his head to marry that
daughter of his landlady’s, as you may have heard ?”

“Do you know the whole story?” asked Luxodia Roman-
ovna.

“ Would not you have thought,” continued the mother
eagerly, “that he would have yielded to my tears and en-
treaties, and been touched by our distress and my illness, and
been afraid of causing my death? On the contrary, he wou'd
have carried out his intentions with the utmost composure,
without yielding to any consideration. And yet, how can he
help loving us ?”

“ He never spoke to me on the subject,” replied Razoumik-
hin cautiously, “but I have heard something about it from
Madame Zarnitzin, though she is not over-communicative,
and what has come to my ears sounded very strange.”

“ Well, what did you learn?” asked both women at once.

¢ Oh, nothing really very interesting! All I know is, that
this marriage, which was all arranged and about to come off
when the young lady died, did not at all meet with Madame
Zarnitzin’s approval. Then others say that the young girl had
no pretension to good-looks—in fact, she was very plain; they
speak of her, too, as sickly in appearance, and extremely
peculiar.  Still there must have been something attractive
about her, or it would be difficult-to understand—"

“I have no doubt she had her good points,” remarked
Eu:odia Romanovna laconically.
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“ May heaven forgive me for having been so glad to hear of
her death '—and yet I don’t know for which of the two the
marriage would have been most fatal,” concluded the mother,
and then timidly, after much hesitation and many glances at
* Dounia, who appeared to disapprove highly of her tactics, she
again began to question Razoumikhin as to the scene of the
preceding day between Rodia and Looshin. This was the
incident which seemed most especially to distress and even
terrify her. The young man gave a detailed account of the
altercation which he had witnessed, but added, in-conclusion,
that he considered Raskolnikoff to have wantonly and
deliberately insulted Peter Petrovitch, no longer excusing his
conduct on the score of illness.

“ He must have premeditated this before he fell ill,” he
ended by saying.

“I think so too,” said Pulcheria Alexandrovna, full of con-
sternation. But she was much surprised to find Razoumikhin
now speaking of Peter Petrovitch in polite and even half-
complimentary terms. This struck Euxodia Romanovna
also.

“Then this is your opinio:1 of Peter Petrovitch #' Pulcheria
could not help asking.

“JIt would be impossible to think otherwise of your
daughter’s future husband,” replied Razoumikhin in a warm
tone of decision, “and it is not mere ordinary courtesy that
prompts my language ; I speak thus, because—it would be im-
possible to think otherwise of the man whom Euxodia Roman-
ovna has honoured by her choice. If I allowed myself to
speak deprecatingly of him yesterday, it was owing to my
being abominably drunk and quite beside myself :—I had
lost my senses, in fact I was half mad, and to-day I feel
thoroughly ashamed of myself ”

He coloured and remained silent. Euxodia Romanovna’s
cheeks flushed, but she held her tongue. She had not uttered
a word since Looshin’s name had been first introduced.
Pulcheria Alexandrovna, however, when deprived of her
daughter’s assistance, became evidently much embarrassed. At
length she spoke with some hesitation, glancing each moment
at Dounia, while she said that she found herself in a most
awkward situation at the present time.

“You see, Dmitri Prokofitch—"" began she. “I may be per-
fectly open with Dmiuri Prokofitch, Dounetchka 2 ”?
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i “

¢ Certainly, mamma,” rejoined Euxodia Romanovna in a tone
of authority.

“ This is the situation,” continued the mother hastily, as if
allowing her to make her grief known were removing a load
from her breast.—* Early this morning we received a letter
from Peter Petrovitch, in reply to one we had written inform-
ing him of our arrival. You see, he had promised to come
and meet us at the station yesterday, but i his place appeared
a servant, who brought us here, and said his master would call
on the morrow. And now, instead of coming, Peter Petrovitch
has sent this note. You had better read it yourself, it contains
something which causes me great uneasiness, you will see at
once what it is,—and then be so kind as to give me your frank
opinion, Dmitri Prokofitch! You know Rodia’s character
better than anyone else, and we can have no better counsellor.
I must tell you beforehand that Dounetchka decided the point
in a second, but I could not tell how to act, so—I waited for

ou.”
y Razoumikhin unfolded the letter, which bore the date of the
previous evening, and read as follows :—‘ Madame Pulcheria
Alexandrovna,—I have the honour of informing you that an un-
expected engagement prevented my meeting your train, but I
sent a reliable person in my place. My Senate business will
again prevent my waiting upon you in the morning, nor do I
wish to interfere with a mother’s visit to her son, nor with that
ot Euxodia Romanovna to her brother. Consequently it will
be precisely eight o’clock at night before I do myself the honour
of calling at your lodgings. I must earnestly request to be
spared the presence of Rodion Romanovitch throughout this
visit, as he offered me the grossest insults during the call I paid
him in his sickroom yesterday. Independently of this, I wish
to come to a personal explanation with you on a pomt which
we may perhaps regard in different lights. I have the honour
to give you notice beforehand that, if, in spite of my express
desire, 1 should find Rodion Romanovitch with you, 1 shall be
obhiged at once to retire, and the blame will rest with yourse'f.
This I write because I have reason to believe that Rodion
Romanovitch, who appeared so ill at the time of my visit,
suddenly regained his strength within two hours, and might,
consequently, make his way to you. Yesterday, in fact, I saw
him with my own eyes, in the lodgings of a drunkard who had
just been run over by a carriage ; under the pretext of paying
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for the funeral expenses, he gave five-and-twenty roubles to the
daughter of the deceased, a young person of notorious conduct,
At this I was much astonished, knowing the difficulty you had
in procuring this sum. Requesting you to present my ardent
hcmage to your estimable daughter Euxodia Romanovna, per-
mit me to subscribe myself, with all respect and devotion, Your
obedient servant, P. LoosHIN.” _

“ Now, what am I to do, Dmitri Prokofitch?” asked Pul-
cheria Alexandrovna almost tearfully. “ How can I tell Rodia
he is not to come ? Ycsterday, he insisted vehemently on our
dismissing Peter Petrovitch, and now he himself is forbidden
to appear! It would be just like him to come on purpose if
he only knew about it, and—whatever would happen then ?”

“ Follow Euxodia Romanovna’s advice,” replied Razoumikhin
calmly, without a moment’s hesitation.

“ Ah, but she says— Heaven knows what she says, she will
not explain her reasons. According to her view, it is better,
nay absolutely necessary, that Rodia should be here at eight
o'clock and meet Peter Petrovitch. I should prefer not to
show him the letter, and to use every means to prevent him
from coming, and I reckoned on your assistance. I cannot
understand, either, what he can mean by alluding to this dead
drunkard and his daughter in this note ; Rodia can never have
given this person the last coins—which—"

“ Which represent so many sacrifices on your part, mamma,”
put in Euxodia Romanovna.

“He was not himself all yesterday,” said Razoumikhin
thoughtfully. “If you only knew how he amused himself in
a fraklir, not that it was such a bad stroke either! He
certainly talked about a dead man and a young girl, when I
was taking him home yesterday, but I did not understand any-
thing about it, Yesterday, certainly, I myself—" '

“The best thing, mamma, will be to go to him, and then we
shall soon see what we ought todo. Time is getting on—why,
it is actually past ten |” exclaimed Euxodia Romanovna, look-
ing at a splendid gold enamelled watch, secured by a slight
Venetian chain which looked quite out of keeping with the
rest of her attire.

It must have been a present from him,” thought Razou-
mikhin. '

“Ah, it is time to go!—high time, Dcunetchka!” said
Pulcheria Alexandrovna, quite alarmed. “ He might think we
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were resenting his reception of us last n'ght, if we stayed away
any longer. Oh, dearme!” While she spoke, she was hastily
putting on her bonnet and mantle. Dounetchka, too, was
preparing to go out. Her gloves were not merely shabby, but
worn out, and Razoumikhin felt startled on seeing the holes ;
yet, in spite of all, their shabby dress seemed to make both
ladies look more dignified, as is always the case with women
who know how to arrange their humble attire. *“ Good
heavens ! ” exclaimed Pulcheria Alexandrovna, “ could I ever
have believed myself shrinking from an interview with my son,
my dear Rodia? I feel frightened, Dmitri Prokofitch |”
added she, looking at the young man.

“Do not be atraid, mamma,” said Dounia, embracing her
mother, “but trust in him, 1 have fiith in Rcdia.”

“And so have I, but I have passed a restless night,” replicd
the poor woman. The trio then left the house together.  “ Do
you know, Dounetchka, I was just falling into a doze this
morning, at daybreak, when I saw in a dream the late Marfa
Petrovna. She was dressed all in white— Ah me! Dmitri
Prokofitch, you have not yet heard of the dcath of Muifa
Petrovna?”

“ No, | have not. What Marfa Petrovna ?”

¢ She died quite suddenly, and only think—"

¢ Another time, mamma,” interposed Dounia ; “he does not
yet know what Marfa Petrovna you are speaking of.”

*“Oh, don’t you know that? I fancied I bad told you all
about it. Piay excuse me, Dmitri Prokofitch, I have been so
completely upset for the last two days ! 1 look upon you as our
providence, and felt convinced therefore that you must know
all about our affairs. I look on.you as a relation—please not
to be offended with me. Why, what is the matter with your
hand? Have you hurt it?”

“Yes, I have hurt it,” murmured the happy Razoumikhin.

“ I am too demonstrative at times, and Dounia takes me to
task. Oh, what a shocking hole this is he lives in! I hope we
shall find him awake! How can that landlady of his call ita
room? You were saying just now that he never cares to
unbosom himself; I may possibly worry him with my silly
talk? Could you not give me a hint or two, Dmitri Proko-
fich? How ought I to behave towards him? You sce, I
don’t know what to do.”

“ Do not put many questions if you see him frown ; and,
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above all, avoid too many inquiries about his health, for he
dislikes them.”

“ Ah, Dmitri Prokofitch, how painful a mother may some-
times find her position! Here is this staircase—this dreadful
staircase | ”

“ Mamma darling, you are pale, do compose yourself,” said
Dounia, caressing her mother. ‘Why torture yourself thus
when it must give him pleasure to see you?” added she with
flashing eyes.

¢ Stop, let me go first to see if he is awake.”

The two ladies slowly followed Razoumikhin up the stairs,
On reaching the fourth floor, they noticed that the landlady’s
door stood ajar, and that a pair of piercing black eyes was
watching them through the chink. When it met theirs, the
door was suddenly closed with such a bang that Pulcheria
Alexandrovna all but shricked.

CHAPTER IIIL

“ E is going on capitally | ” cried Zosimoff gaily, as he

saw the two ladies enter. The doctor had been
there for ten minutes, and was sitting on the sofa as he had
done the night before. Raskolnikoff was dressed and seated
at.the other end ; he had even taken the trouble to wash and
comb his hair, operations which he had neglected for some
time past. Though the room seemed quite full, now that
Razoumikhin and the ladies had arnved, Nastasia managed to
smuggle herself in after them, and remained to listen to the
conversation. Raskolnikoff was certainly much better than
on the previous night ; still, he looked very pale and seemed
absorbed in moody thoughts. When Pulcheria Alexandrovna
and her daughter entered, Zosimoff noticed with surprise the
expression assumed by the invalid. It was not joy, but a sort
of stoic resignation ; the young man seemed mustering all his
energy to support for an hour or two some inevitable torture,
After the conversation had begun, the doctor observed that
nearly every word seemed to touch some secret spring of grief
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though at the same time he noticed with astonishment his
patient’s increased self-control ; the furious monomaniac of the
day before now seemed able to command himself to some
degree, and disguise his emotion.

“Yes, I can see myself that I am all but cured now,” said
Raskolnikoff, embracing his mother and sister so cordially as
to bring a flush of pleasure to the cheek of the former, “and
I am not going to talk as I did yesterday,” added he, address-
ing Razoumikhin, and pressing his hand affectionately.

“I am actually astonished to find how well he is to-day,”
began Zosimoff. ¢ If this improvement continues, in three or
four days he will be quite well, or at least as much so as he was
a month or two ago—perhaps I should go back still further,
for the illness had been coming on for some time, eh? Own
now that you may be able partly to trace it,” ended the doctor
with a constrained smile, as if still afraid of irritating his
patient.

“ It may be possible,” returned Raskolnikoff, coldly.

“Now that I can enter into conversation with you,” con-
tinued Zosimoff, “I am anxious to convince you that it is

- important to remove the primary causes which developed your
illness : if you can do that, you will recover; otherwise, the
disease will gain ground. I am in the dark as to these
primary causes, but they must be known to yourself. You
are intelligent and have doubtless observed your own con-
dition. I believe your heal h to have declined ever since you
le't the University. You cannot continue without occupation,
and the best thing for you, in my opinion, would be to set to
work again, have some object in view, and pursue it steadily.”

“Yes, yes, certainly, you are quite right—I shall resume my
University studies as soon as possible, and then—all will go
weil.”

The doctor had given this sage advice partly to impress the
ladies. As he ceased, he looked at his patient, and was doubt-
less somewhat disconcerted by the mocking expression plainly
portrayed on his face. But Zosimoff was soon consoled, for
Pulcheria Alexandrovna hastened to thank him and was es-
pecially demonstrative in her expressions of gratitude for his
call of the previous night.

“What, did he go to you during the night?” asked
Raskolnikoff uneasily. “And you actually took no rest after
your fatiguing journey 2”
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¢ Oh, Rodia, it was only two o’clock. Dounia and I never
go to bed at home earlier than that.”

“I don’t know how to thank him either,” continued Raskol-
nikoff, suddenly knitting his brows and looking down.
“Putting aside the question of money—to which you must
excuse my alluding,” said he to Zosimoff, “I am quite at a
loss to know what can have excited your interest in me.
I really cannot understand it, and indeed I may say that your
kindness actually troubles me, because it is so unaccountable,
You see how frank I am.”

“Don’t trouble yourself,” said Zosimoff, affecting to laugh.
“Suppose yoursclf my first patient! We doctors, on first
starting, are as fond of our patients as if they were our
own children; indeed, some of us grow positively attached
to them. And my practice is not a Jarge one yet.”

“I say nothing about Aim,” said Raskolnikoff, pointing to
1ll{‘azo,umikhin. “I bave done nothing but insult and plague

im.”

“ What nonsense he talks! You seem quite in a sentimental
vein to-day ! ” exclaimed Razoumikhin.

Had he been more observant, he might have seen that his
friend was in a far different mood. Euxodia Romanovna, how-
ever, was not deccived, and began to study her brother
attentively.

“ Of you, mamma, I dare hardly speak,” pursued Raskol-
- nikoff, apparently reciting a lesson he had conned over that
morning ; “it is only this morning that I am able to under-
stand what you must have suffered while awaiting my return
last night.”

So saying, he smiled, and suddenly held out his hand to his
sister. No word accompanied the gesture, but the smile this
time expressed genuine feeling. Dounia seized his hand with
joyful gratitude, and grasped it warmly. This was the first
mark of attention he had shown her since their altercation of
the previous evening. Pulcheria Alexandrovna’s face became
radiant as she witnessed this silent and conclusive reconciliation
between the sister and brother.

Razoumikhin fidgeted on his chair. “1I should love him,
if only for that!” murmured he, with his usual tendency
towards exaggeration. “ What a noble impulse !”

“ How beautiful that was ! ” thought the mother to herself.
¢ He has such fine instincts! This simple act of holding out
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his hand to his sister with that look of affection was certainly
the frankest and most delicate manner of coming to an under-
standing.”

“Oh, Rodia,” said she, hastening to reply to her son’s
remark, “you cannot think how unhappy Dounetchka and I
felt yesterday. But that is all oyer now, and we may call our- .
selves happy again, and now I may teil you. Only fancy, we
ran here almost as soon as we had left the station to see you,
and this woman—(why, there she is ! Good morning, Nastasia)
~—she told us first thing that you had been in bed with a fever,
and had run out into the street in your delirium, and how they
had gone to look for you. You cannot picture our feelings.”

“Yes, yes, it was all most annoying,” muttcred Raskolnikoff,
but in such an absent and even indifferent manner that
Dounetchka looked up in surprise.

“ Let me see, I had something else to say to you,” continued
he, making an effort to rack his memory: “Oh yes, I hope,
mamma, that neither you nor Dounia will think that I should
have refused to come to see you to-day, or was waiting for you
to call on me first.”

“Whatever makes you say that, Rodia?” exclaimed
Pulcheria Alexandrovna, as much astonished this time as her
daughter.

“’It sounds like the most formal courtesy,” thought Doun-
etchka ; “he makes peace and apologises as if he were reciting
a lesson, or satisfying the rules of etiquette.”

I wanted to come to you the instant I woke, but I had no
clothes to put on; I ought to have told Nastasia yesterday to
wash out that blood. I have only just been able to dress.”

la‘; Blood ! What blood?” asked Pulcheria Alexandrovna, in
alarm.

“ It was nothing, do not be uneasy, While I was roaming
the streets yesterday, in my delirium, I came into contact with
a man—a clerk, who had just got crushed ; that was how my
clothes got covered with blood—

“ And you delirious all the whilel Yet you recollect every-
thing,” broke in Razoumikhin.

“ Quite true,” returned Raskolnikoff uneasily. “I remember
everything, down to the smallest detail ; the strange part of it
is that I cannot explain why I said or did anything, or why I
went to such and such a place.”

“That is a well-known phenomenon,” remarked Zosimoff.
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% The act is often accomplished with singular skill and ability,
but the principle from which it emanatcs becomes altcred in the
diseased brain and depends on various morbid conditions.”
This phrase “the diseased brain,” threw a chill over those
assembled. Zosimoff had let the words escape him unintention-
ally, while absorbed in dilating on his favourite theme. Ras-
kolnikoff, wrapt in thought, seemed to pay no heed to the
doctor’s words. A strange smile was playing round his
blanched lips.

“Well, but what of this man who was crushed? 1interrupted
you just now,” Razoumikhin hastened to say.

“What ? ” said Raskolnikoff, as if suddenly roused. “Oh
yes, I got covered with blood in helping to convey him to his
house— By-the-by, mamma, I committed an unpardonable
folly yesterday; I must have indeed have been out of my
mind. All that money you sent me, I gave away to the widow,
to pay for the funeral. The poor woman is greatly to be
pitied—she is consumptive—and there she is, left with three
young children and no means of support; there is a daughter
too. Perhaps you might have acted as I did, had you seen
their misery. I am aware, however, that I had no right to act
as I did, more especially as I knew what it had cost you to
send me the money.” .

“ Never mind that, Rodia,” replied the mother, “ I have no
doubt you always act for the best.”

“Don’t be so sure of that,” returned he, with a distorted
smile. Conversation languished for a while. Everyone felt
conscious of something forced in his words and silence, in the
reconciliation and pardon.

“Have you heard of Marfa Petrovna’s death, Rodia ?” asked
Pulcheria Alexandrovna, suddenly.

“Who is Marfa Petrovna? ”

% Why, Marfa Pctrovna Svidrigailoff, to be sure! I told you
so much about her in my last letter.”

“Oh, ye-yes, I remember now. And so she is dead ; well,
really | ” said he, starting up as if from sleep. * Can it be really
true? What did she die of ?”

“Why, fancy, she fell down dead!” replied Pulcheria
Alexandrovna eagerly, encouraged by her son’s apparent
interest. “She died the very day my letter to you was
posted. As far as we can tell, that dreadful man was the
cause of her death, They say he beat her black and blue!”
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“Did such scenes really occur in their household ?” asked
Raskolnikoff, turning to his sister.

“On the contrary, he always showed great patience, and
behaved most politely to her—indeed, he was often far too
indulgent, and so matters went on for seven years—then he
suddenly lost all patience.”

“Then if he had shown such patience for seven years, he
could not have been so very terrible! You seem to be making
excuses for him, Dounetchka? "

The young girl frowned. “Oh, he is a terrible man! I
cannot conceive anything more dreadful,” replied she, shud-
dering, and becoming pensive.

“This scene had taken place in the morning,” continued
Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “ Then she ordered the horses to be
put in at once, because she was intending to drive to town im-
mediately after dinner, as she usually dld on such occasions ;
she made a hearty meal, they say—"

¢ Even when she was beaten black and blue? ”

“It was her habit. Then, as soon as she rose from
the table, she would take her bath, in order to be ready to
start at once. You must know that she was under treatment ;
there is a spring in the neighbourhood, and she bathed in it
regularly each day. She had hardly stepped into the water
when she was seized with an apoplectic fit.”

“And no wonder! " observed Zosimoff.

¢ And her husband had beaten her severely.”

¢ What has that to do with it? ” put in Euxodia Romanovna.

“Well, mamma, I can’t see why you should tell such
ridiculous stories,” said Raskolnikoff, becoming suddenly
irritable.

“ Well, my dear, 1 did not know what to talk to you about.”
was Pulchena Alexandrovna's frank confession.

“You both seem to be afraid of me,” resumed he, with a
bitter smile.

“We are,” answered Dounia, eyeing him with severity.
“Mamma was so frightened that she actually crossed herself
as we came upstairs.” The young man’s face worked
convulsively.

“Oh, what are you saying, Dounia? Do not be offended,
pray, Rodia! How can you talk so, Dounia ?” said Pulcheria
Alexandrovna apologetically, quite confused. *Itis true that I
thought, all the time I was in the train, of the pleasure of being
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with you and talking to you agiin. I was so overjoyed that I
did not even think the journey long! And now I am happy,
quite happy, to be with you again, Rodia.”

““Say no more, mamma,” murmured he in much agitation,
pressing her hand, but averting his eyes, “ we shall have plenty
of time to talk I” He had scarcely uttered these words when
he looked pale and distressed ; again he felt a chill run
through his veins, and owned to himself that he had uttered
an awful lie, for henceforward he was cut off from all uncon-
strained intercourse with his mother or anyone else. This
dreadful thought came home to him so vividly at the moment
:ihat, forgetting all about his guests, he rose and made for the

oor.,

¢ What are you about ?” cried Razoumikhin, seizing him by
the arm,

Raskolnikoff sat down again and looked round without say-
ing a word. Everyone stared at him with a feeling of
stupefaction.  “How dull you all are!” exclaimed he,
suddenly. “Say something, at any rate! Why do you sit as
it you had all been struck dumb? Come, speak, what is the
use of our mecting unless we have some conversation?”

% Heaven be praised! I thought he was going to have
another attack,” said Pulcheria Alexandrovna, who had been
crossing herself.

“What is the matter with you, Rodia?” asked Euxodia
Romanovna, anxiously. ‘

“Well, it was only some nonsense that came into my head
again,” replied he, beginning to laugh.

“If it is merely nonsense, so much the better; but I was
half afraid—" muttered Zosimoff, rising. “I am obliged to
leave you now, but I shall try to come again in the course of
the day—" And, bowing, he left the room.

“What an excellent man!” observed Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna, :

“Yes, he is a capital fellow, so good and clever and intelli-
gent,” said Raskolnikoff with unusual animation. “I cannot
remember where I met him before my illness ; but I believe I
have come across him somewhere. There is another excel-
lent man,” added he, nodding to Razoumikhin ; ¢ but where
are you off to?” Razoumikhin had just risen.

“] am obliged to go too. I have some business to attend
to,” said he.
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“You have nothing in the world to attend to; stay here.
You are only going because Zosimoff has left. Don't go. But
what is the time ? Isit twelve o’clock? What a pretty watch
you have there, Dounia! Why do you keepso silent? I have
to do all the talking.”

“1It was a present from Marfa Petrovna,” replied Dounia.

% And it cost a great deal,” added Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“1 thought Looshin must have given it you.”

¢ No, he has not given Dounetchka anything yet.”

“Ah! Do you remembher, mamma, how I was once in
love and wanted to marry ?” said he abruptly, looking at his
mother, who felt startled at his tone and the sudden turn he
~ had given to the conversation.

“Yes, certainly, my dear boy,” replied Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna, exchanging glances with Dounetchka and Razou-
mikhin.

“ Hem !—yes ; what shall 1 say about it? I seem to have
forgotten it all now. She was a sickly young girl, constantly
ailing,” continued he, half to himself, with his eyes fixed on
the ground. *‘She was fond of showing charity to the poor
and was always thinking of entering a convent; I remember
her bursting into tears one day when she was talking to me
ahout it; yes, yes, I remember that—remember it perfectly.
She was not pretty—rather plain, indeed. I really cannot say
why I became fond of her; perhaps I felt an interest in her
because she was so delicate—if she had been lame, or
deformed into the bargain, may be I should have been still
more in love with her,” and he smiled pensively, ¢ There
was nothing much in it, merely a boyish fancy—

“No, it was more than a boyish fancy,” remarked Dou-
netchka conclusively. Raskolnikoff looked at his sister atten-
tively, but either failed to hear or understand what she said.
Then, rising with a melancholy air, he kissed his mother, and
returned to his seat.

“Do you love her still?” asked Pulcheria Alexandrovna,
much touched.

“Her? Still? Ohl—you are talking abcut her! It all
seems such an age since, and so very far off. I have just the
same feeling, however, about all that surrounds me now—”
He looked attentively at the two women, “See, you are here
—and yet I feel as if you were a thousand versts away—I don't
know why I should talk about it, though—and what is the use

N
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of questioning me?” added he, angrily; then he relapsed
into his reverie, and began biting his nails.

“ What dreadful lodgings you have, Rodia!—you might as
well be in a sepulchre,” suddenly remarked Pulcheria Alexan-
drovna, to break the painful silence ; “I am sure it must have
had a good deal to do with your hypochondria.”

“This room ? ” resumed he absently. “Yes, it has had a
good deal to do with it—that is just what I thought myself
—if you only knew, mamma, what a strange idea your words
conveyed,” added he suddenly, with an enigmatical smile.
Raskolnikoff was scarcely able to endure the presence of the

- mother and sister from whom he had been separated for three
years, yet with whom he found it impossible to converse. Yet
there was a subject he felt obliged to mention; just now,
when he had started up, he had told himself this question
must be settled, one way or other—that very day. Atthis
moment he felt glad to bring it forward as a means of escape
from his embarrassment. “Listen to what I have to say,
Dounia,” he began in a harsh voice. “ I am ready to apologise
for what passed between us yesterday, but I consider it my
duty to remind you that I keep to my alternative ; you have to
choose between me and Looshin. I may be infamous, but
there is no reason why you should be. One is enough. So if
you marry Looshin, from that moment I shall cease to con-
sider you my sister.”

“Rodia! Rodia! There you are, beginning to talk in the
same style as yesterday !” cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna,
overwhelmed with distress. “Why do you keep talking of
yourself as infamous? I cannot bear it! Those are the
words you used yesterday.”

¢ Brother,” returned Dounia, in a tone as cold and hard as
his own, “the misunderstanding between us is based on an
error, into which you have fallen. I thought the matter over
in the night, and saw how it was. You imagine that I am
sacrificing mys.If to someone else,  In this you are mistaken.
I am manying simply on my own account, because my situa-
tion is one of great embarrassment, Of course I shall be very
glad if this enables me eventually to assist my relations, but
this is not what has influenced me in my decision—"

“She is lying 1 ” thought Raskolnikoff to himself, biting his
nails as a vent for his anger. “ She is too proud to own that
she longs to become my benefactress| What arrogance! The
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love of such despicable souls is as bad as their hate. Oh, how
I detest them all |

*In one word,” pursued Dounetchka, “I am about to marry
Peter Petrovitch because, of two evils, I choose the least. I
intend to be loyal in rendering all that he expects of me, and
thus he will not be deceived in his wife. What made you
smile just now ?” She coloured, and her eyes sparkled with
indignation.

¢ All that he expects?” echoed he, with a bitter smile.

“Up to a certain point. From the manner in which Peter
Petrovitch made his proposal, 1 saw at once what he was likely
to require. He may think rather too highly of himself, but I
hope he may be able to appreciate me too. Why are you
laughing again ?”

“ And why are you blushing again? You are false, sister!
You cannot have any esteem for Looshin; I have seen and
heard him. You must, therefore, be marrying him for in-
terested motives ; you conduct is sordid, to say the least of it,
and I am glad, at all events, to see you can blush for it!”

“ It is quite untrue, I am not saying what is false ! ” cried the
young girl, losing her composure. “1I shall not marry him
unless 1 am convinced that I can esteem him thoroughly.
Fortunately, the means of discovering this lies within my power
to-day.. This marriage is not sordid, as yyou declare! But,
even supposing you were right and I was taking such a mean
step, would it not be cruel of you to speak as you do? Why
should you exact from me a heroism which you may possibly
find yourself unable to carry into practice? It is nothing but
tyranny and despotism ! If I am injuring anyone, it is myself
only—I am guilty of no one’s death! Why do you look at me
so terribly? What makes you turn pale? Rodia! dear
Rodia—"

“Good heavens! he is fainting, and it is all your doing,”
cried Pulcheria Alexandrovna.

“No, it is nothing—a passing weakness merely! My head
was swimming, but I was not faint. Fainting-fi‘'s belong to
women. Abh, yes, what was it I was about to say? Oh, how
are you going to ascertain this very day whether Looshin is
worthy your esteem, and whether he—appreciates you? That
was your expression, I believe, unless my ears deceived me? ”

“Show my brother Peter Petrovitch’s letter, mamma,” said
Dounetchka,

N 2
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Pulcheria Alexandrovna held out the letter with trembling
fingers. Raskolnikoff read it twice through, and very care-
fully. Some outburst was expected by all, and the mother was
especially anxious. The young man seemed considering some-
thing for a minute, and then handed back the letter.

“I cannot understand it,” began he, addressing no one in
particular, “ He is a barrister, accustomed to plead ; he is
ornate even in his conversation, and yet he writes an unedu-
cated letter.” These words produced a general stupefaction
they were so different from what had been expected. “At
any rate, if not quite uneducated, his style is uncultivated ; he
writes like a commercial man,” added Raskolnikoff.

‘ Peter Petrovitch never boasts of having received a good
education,” said Euxodia Romanovna, slightly nettled by her
brother’s manner, “ he is proud of being a sc¢lf-made man.”

“Weil, he has reason to be proud of it; I don’t object to
that. You seem vexed, sister, at my making a frivolous remark.
about this letter ; do you imagine that I insist on such trifles
simply to tease you? On the contrary, my remarks on his
style bear on the present attitude of affurs. His phrase,
¢ You will have no one but yourself to blame,” is perfectly ex-
plicit. In short, he announces his intention of retiring at once
if he finds me with you By this threat he intimates that, un-
less you obey him, ke w.ll leave you in the lurch after bringing
you to St. Petersburg. What do you say to that? Can these
words offend you as much, coming from Looshin’s p:n, as if
they had been written by him ” (pointing to Razoumikhin) “or
by Zosimoff or myselt?”

“No,” replied Dounetchka, “I feel that he expressed his
thoughts too plainly, and that he may not have the gift of style
—your remark was very judicious. I scarcely expected—"

¢ Looking at the letter as that of a business man, he could
scarcely have expressed himself differently, and he is, perhaps,
not to be brought to book for his apparent boorishness. Still,
I must disenchant you on another point; one clause of his
letter contains a vile calumny against myself. I gave a miser-
able, consumptive widow some money yesterday—not, as he
says, ‘under the pretext of paying for the funeral expenses,’
but actually for that object ; and the sum was given by me to
the widow herself, not to the dead man’s daughter—¢ the young
person of notorious conduct’ to whom he alludes, and upon
whom, moreover, I had never set eycs till yesterday, In all
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this, T can see nothing but a desire to slander me 1n your eyes

and separate me from you. Here, again, he writes in his legal '

style, making his intention abundantly evident without any
attempt to couch it in civil terms. He is intelligent, but dis-
cretion requires something more.  All this shows pretty well
what the man is, and I don’t see much trace of any feeling for
you. This I say on your account, as I really wish you well.”
Dounetchka did not answer ; her mind was quite made up, she
was looking forward to that evening.

“Well, Rodia, what do you decide?” asked Pulcheria
Alexandrovna, whose anxiety had been still further increased
by hearing her son’s business-like discussion of the matter,

“ What do you mean?”

“You see what Peter Petrovitch writes: he does not wish
you to join us to-night, and even declares that he shall go, if
you come. That is why I ask what you mean to do.”

“The decision does not rest with me. It is for you and
Dounia to see whether you feel aggrieved by Peter Petrovitch’s
- requirements. I shall do just as you like,” added he coldly.

“ Dounetchka has already decided the question, and I quite
agree with her,” hastily rejoined his mother.

“I feel your presence indispensable at this meeting, Rodia,
and l‘)(eg you earnestly to come,” said Dounia. “ Will you?”

[ es."

I shall feel much obliged if you, too, will join us at eight
o’clock,” continued she, addressing Razoumikhin, ¢ Mamma,
I am asking Dmitri Prokofitch to come too.”

“You are quite right, Dounetchka. Arrange it all as you
think best,” added Pulcheria Alexandrovna. “To me it will
be a great relief; I cannot bear anything underhand, it is
always best to speak out and be open.  Peter Pctrovitch may
take offence if he chooses !”

CHAPTER 1V,

T this moment the door was noiselessly opened; a girl
entered the room, casting a timid look around her. Her
ap,.earance caused general surprise, and every eye was in-
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quisitively fixed on her. Raskolnikoff did not at first remember
her. It was Sophia Semenovna Marmeladoff. He had seen
her for the first time the day before, but in connection with
circumstances and in a dress which had left quite a different
impression of her upon his mind. On this occasion she seemed
a girl in modest and even poor array, with becoming and re-
served manners and anxious face. She wore a very simple
short dress and an old-fashioned bonnet. Of yesterday’s attire
no vestige was left, excepting the parasol in her hand. On
seeing this company, which she had not expected to find
there, her confusion was extreme, and she even made an
attempt to withdraw.

% Ah! is that you?” said Raskolnikoff, greatly surprised,
and growing all at once uneasy.

He remembered that Looshin’s letter, which had been read by
his mother and sister, contained an allusion to a certain young
person of “notorious bebaviour.” He had just now been
protesting against this calumny, and declaring that he had seen
the identical young person for the first time the night before,
when, lo and behold, she herself called ! He also remembered
that he had allowed the words of *notorious behaviour” to
pass by without any special protest. In a moment these
thoughts passed helter-skelter through his brain. But, on
observing the girl more attentively, he saw her so overwhelmed
with shame that he pitied her in consequence. And at the
moment when, crestfallen, she purposed leaving the room, a
specics of revolution was effected within him.

“I really did not expect you,” he made haste to observe,
whilst inviting her by a look to remain. ¢ Pray, be seated.
You come, I presume, from Catherine Ivanovna? Excuse
me, not there ; but here.”

On Sonia’s visit, Razoumikhin, seated near the door on one
of the only three chairs which were in the room, had partly
risen in order to allow the girl to pass by. Raskolnikoff's
first movement had been to motion the latter to the part of
the couch where Zosimoff had just been seated, but reflecting
on the familiar character of this piece of furniture, which
was his own bed, he reconsidered his request and pointed to
Razoumikhin’s chair.

¢ Come and sit here,” said he to his friend, whilst causing
him to take the seat the doctor had just vacated.

Sonia sat down almost trembling with nervousncss, and

\
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timidly looked at both ladies. It was self-evident that she
herself could not realise how she had the audacity to sit near
them. This thought caused her such pain that she suddenly
rose and, greatly distressed, addressed Raskolnikoff: ¢ I—I
have only called for a moment. Excuse my having disturbed
you,” she remarked in a hesitating voice. “ It was Catherine
Ivanovna sent me ; not having anyone else near, she begs most
earnestly that you will be kind enough to be present to-
morrow morning at the funeral-service, at Saint Mitrophane’s,
and to come afterwards to our place—I should say her place
—to take some refreshment. She trusts you will do her this
honour.” After these words, painfully uttered, Sonia remained
silent.

¢ I shall most certainly try. I will do my very best,” stam<
mered, in his turn, Raskolnikoff, who had now partly risen.
¢ Pray be seated,” added he, somewhat brusquely, “do! You
are not in a very great hurry, are you? I am anxious to have
a word with you ; a moment or two will suffice.” At the same
time he invited her with a gesture to rcsume her seat. Sonia
obeyed, casting her timid glances once more on the two ladies,
and suddenly taking them off again.

Raskolnikof’s features tightened, his pale face turned scarlet,
his eyes shot fire. “ Mother,” said he, in a quivering voice,
“this is Sophia Semenovitch Marmeladoff, the daughter of
poor Mr. Marmeladoff who was run over yesterday, and of
whom I told you.”

Pulcheria Alexandrovna looked at Sonia and gently closed
her eyes. In spite of the dread she experienced with reference
to her son, she could not refuse herself this satisfaction.
Dounetchka turned towards the girl and began to examine her
seriously. On hearing Raskolnikoff mention her name, Sonia
once more looked up, but with increasing embarrassment.

“I was going to ask you,” the young man made haste to
say, “ how things went off at your place to-day. I hope you
have not been worried, or that you have not found the police
a nuisance ?”

“ No, nothing out of the way has occurred. The cause of
death was quite clear, and we have been left undisturbed,
except that the other lodgers are annoyed.”

“ Why should they be ? "

“They say that the body has been kept too long—it is hot
now—there is a smell, so that to-night, towards dark, it will be
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taken to the mortuary-chapel, where it will remain till to-
morrow. At first Catherine Ivanovna objected, but she has
at last acknowledged that it could not be otherwise.”

¢ Then the body will be moved this very day?”

¢Catherine hopes that you will honour us to-morrow by your
presence at the funeral, and that you will come to the dinner
afterwards ?”

“What ! Is she giving a spread ?”

“Well, a kind of collation ; she has requested me to thank
you for the help you gave us yesterday. Without you, we
could not have met the various expenses.”

A sudden quivering moved the lower part of the girl's face,
but she conquered her emotion, and once more looked down.
During this dialogue, Raskolnikoff had attentively watched her.
Sonia had a thin and pale face, her small nose and chin were
more or less pointed and angular, the whole face was not quite
in harmony, hence could she not be called pretty. Her blue
eyes, on the other hand were so limpid that, on becoming
animated, they gave to the whole face such an expression of
kindliness that people felt involuntarily attracted towards her.
Another characteristic peculiarity was noticea e in her face as
in her person :—she seemed much younger than her real age,
and although only eighteen, she might alimost be taken for a
lassie. Some of her ways, indeed, often caused merriment.

“But1s it possible that Catherine Ivanovna can bhave met
her expenses with such a trifle? And yet she thinks of giving
adinner or something of the kind?” asked Raskolnikoff.

“ The coffin will be a very simple one, everything will be
done as modestly as possible, so that things won’t cost much.
Catherine and I have just been reckoning up the expenses;
and, when everything will be paid, enough will be left to give
some kind of rep.ist, for Catherine Ivanovna is very particular
that there shall be one. Nobody can p sssibly object to that.
It is a kind of consolation for her, and you know she is—”

“I know—I know—of course—I see you are looking at my
room? My mother says herself that it is like a grave.”

“ Yesterday you deprived yourself of everything for us!”
replied Sonetchka in a low and rapid voice. once more looking
down. Her lips and chin bcgan again to quiver. From the
first moment of her arrival she had been struck by the poverty
which was visible in Raskolnikoft’s lodging, and these words
fell from her almost unawares. There was silence.. Doun-
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etchka's eyes brightened, and Pulcheria Alexandrovna herself
looked at Sonia in an affable way.

“ Rodia,” said the latter, on rising, “it is, I believe, under-
stood that we dine together. Dounetchka, let us be off. As
for you, Rodia, you ought to take a short turn, then have a rest
before you come to us, at your very earliest. I am afraid we
have fatigued you.”

“Yes, yes, Il come,” he made haste to reply, rising in
his turn. * Besides, I have something to attend to.”

“1 suppose,” exclaimed Razoumikhin, looking at Raskol-
nikoff with astonishment, ¢‘ you are not going to dine alone ?
You can't do that!”

“ No, no ; I shall be sure to come. But you had better stop
a minute. You won't want him just now, will you, mother? I
am not taking him away from you, am I¢?”

* “By no means! And I hope, Dmitri Prokofitch, that you
will be kind enough to come and dine with us #’

“ Do, pray !” added Dounia. Razoumikhin bowed, beaming.
For 2 moment everyone present experienced an unusual con-
straint. :

“ Adieu, Rodia, or rather ax sevoir ; 1 hate the word adieu.
Adieu, Nastasia. Why I positively catch myself saying it
again ! ¥

Pulcheria Alexandrovna intended to bow to Sonia, but, in
spite of her kindly wish, she could not make up her mind to
do so, and hurriedly left the room. It was, however, not so
with Euxodia Romanovna, who seecmed to have been im-
patiently waiting for this moment. When, following her
mother, she passed by Sonia, she made her a perfectly
courteous bow. ‘T'he girl became confused, and bowed, in
her turn, with nervous hurry, whilst even her face betrayed an
expression of sadness, as if Euxodia Romanovna’s politeness
had painfully affected her.

¢ Farewell, Dounia !” cried Raskolnikoff, in the passage.
% Give me your hand ! ”

“But I have just now given it to you, have you already
forgotten ?” answered Dounia, turning towards him with
an affable air, although she felt more or less constrained.

“Then give it me again.” And he clutched his sister’s
slender fingers. Dounetchka smiled, blushed, hastened to
free her hand, and followed her mother. She also was happy,
although we are not in a position to know why.
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“That is as it should be!” sail the young man, on his
return, to Sonia, who had stayed behind. At the same time
he looked at her with a serene air: *“ May God give peace to
the dead, and let the liwng live! Is that right?”

Sonia noticed with some astonishment that Raskolnikoff's
face had suddenly brightened up. For some time he considercd
silently : everything that Marmeladoff had told him concerning
her suddenly occurred to his mind. “This is the matter I
have to talk to you about,” said Raskolnikoff, drawing Razou-
mikhin into the recess of the window.

“Then, am I to say to Catherine Ivanovna that you are
commg?” On saying which, Sonia was preparing to take
leave.

“I am at your service in a moment, Sophia Semenovna ; we
have no secrets, don’t be uncomfortable. I am anxious to say
a word or two to you. And, suddenly stopping, he said to
Razoumikhin: “You know that—what is his name ?—Por-
phyrius Petrovitch?”

1 should think I did, he is a relation of mine! Well, what
about him ?” replied Razoumikhin, greatly perplexed by this
question,

¢ Did you not tell me yesterday that he was prepanng—that
investigation—all about that murder, I mean?”

“Yes, I did; what about it ?” asked Razoumikhin, opemng
his eyes wide.

¢ I think you told me that he was examining people who had
been pledging things with the old woman. Now, I have been
pledging things there also—not worth talking about, I admit. A
little ring my sister gave me when I went to St. Petersburg,
and a silver watch which belonged to my father. The lot 18
not worth more than five or six roubles, but I cling to the
things as so many keepsakes. What am I to do now? I do
not wish these things to be lost, especially the watch, I trem-
bled just now lest my mother should wish to see it when
Dounetchka’s watch was mentioned. It is the only thing le't
of my father’s. If it were to get lost, my mother would getill in
consequence. So much for women! I want you to tell me
how Iam to act? I know that an affidavit must be taken
before the police. But would it not be better for me to go
straight to Porphyrius himself ? What say you? 1 waot to
arrange about this as soon as possible. You will see that even
before dinner my mother will ask about the wat
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“You must notgo to the police at all, but to Porphyrius!” cried
Razoumikhin, a prcy to extraordinary agitation. “I am ghd!
we can go : t once, it is only a stone’s throw from here, we will
be sure to find him in!”

‘“ All rigl't —let us be off | ” , )

“ He will be delighted to make your acquaintance! I have
often talked to him about you on different occasions—as late
as yesterday, even. Let us go! So you knew the old woman?
Everything seems to turn out admirably ! Yes, Sophia Ivan-
ovna—" '

¢“Sophia Semenovna,” corrected Raskolnikoff. ¢ Sophia
Semenovna, this is my friend, Razoumikhin, a good
fellow.”

11 you are obliged to go out—" commenced Sonia, whcm
this introduction had more and more confused, and who did
not dare raise her eyes to Razoumikhin.

“Well, let us be off ! ” said Raskolnikoff, “I shall call your
way in the course of the day, Sophia Semenovna, if you will
tell me where you live.” He said these words, not precisely in
an embarrassed manner, but with a certain hurry, whilst avoid-
ing the girl's gaze. She gave him her address, not without a
blush. They all three went out.

“Don’t you shut your door?” asked Razoumikhin whilst
going downstairs.

“Never! Why for the last two years I have been wanting
to buy a lock ! ” answered Raskolnikoff carelessly. ¢ Not bad,
isit? I mean for people who have nothing to lock up!” he
added gaily, addressing Sonia. They stopped on the thresh-
old ot the large gateway. “You turn to the right, do you
not, Sophia Semenovna? By-the-by, how did you discover
my lodging?” One could see that what he said was not what
he wished to say, as he continued to watch the girl’s bright
and gentle eyes

“Why, you gave Poletchka your address yesterday.”

“What Poletchka? Ah! yes, that is your little sister, is she
not? So you mean to say that I gave her my address? ”

“ Have you forgotten having done so? *

“Oh, no! I remember.”

“1 have heard my poor father speak of you. Only T did
not know your name then, neither did he. I have come now—
and when I discovered your name yesterday—1I asked to-day :
¢ Does Mr. Raskolnikoff live here? I did not know that you
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also lived in furnished lodgings. Good-byc, I will tell
Catherine Ivanovna.”

“ Pleased that she was at last able to go, Sonia withdrew
with rapid stride and downcast look. She was longing to
reach the first corner of the street to the right, in order to
" escape the scrutiny of the two young men and to reflect un-
observed on the various incidents of her visit. Never had she
experienced anything like it. The whole of an unknown
world rose confusedly to her mind. She suddenly remembered
that Raskolnikoff had of his own accord given expression to
his intention of visiting her to-day ; he might therefore call in
the course of the morning, or he mizht do so at once !”

“Would to heaven he did not call to-day !’ she murmured
sadly. * Great heavens! in my home—in that room—he would
see—heavens ! ”

She was too thoughtful to have noticed that since leaving
the house she had been foliowed by a stranger. At the
moment when Raskolnikoff, Razoumizhin, and Sonia had
stopped on the pavement to converse for a moment, chance
would have it that this gentleman should pass closely by them,
Sonia’s words, “I asked : ¢ Does Mr. Raskolnikoff live here ?’”
accidentally struck the stranger’s ear and almost made him
shiver. He stealthily looked at the three speakers, and
particularly at Raskolnikoff, to whom the girl had spoken ;
then he examined the house to be able, if necessary, to re-
member it. All this was done in a moment and as unostensibly
as possible ; upon which, the gentleman withdrew with slackened
pace, as if he were waiting for someone. It was Sonia he was
waiting for ; he soon saw her bid the two young men good-day
and take the direction of her lodging.

“Where can she live? I have scen her face somewhere ?”
he thought. “I’ll try and find out.”

When he had reached the street-corner, he crossed to the
opposite pavement, turned round, and saw the girl taking the
same direction as himself ; she, however, observed nothing.
When she had reached the corner, she took the same side. He
now followed her, continuing along the ojposite pavement,
without taking his eyes off her. Fifty yards further on he
crossed the roadway, and, once more catching her up, walked
behind her at a few paces’ distance. He was a man of about
fifty, but well preserved and appearing much younger than his
age. He was of more than medium height, tolerably stout,
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with broad and somewhat stooping shoulders. His dress was
elegant as it was comfortable, his gloves new; in his hand he:
held a bandsome carie, with which he tapped the pavement
as he went on. Everything about his person bespoke the
gentleman. His broad face looked pleasant ; whilst his com=
plexion and vermilion lips showed that he was not a St.
Petersburger.  His yet-thick head of hair had retained its
blonde colour, and was just commencing to turn grey ; his long
and full beard was of yet lighter colour than his hair. His
blue eyes had a cold, serious, and fixed look. The stranger
had had plenty of opportunity to notice that Sonia was absent
in mind and thoughtful. Having reached her house, she
entered it ; whilst the man behind her kept on following,
seeming somewhat astonished. After having entered the
courtyard, Sonia took the staircase on the right—the one that
ascended to her lodging. “ Bah!” said the gentleman to
himself, ascending the same staircase the girl had taken. Then
for the first time Sonia noticed the man’s presence. Having
reached the third floor, she walked down a passage and rang
at number nine, where could be read on the door the two
words, “ Rapernasumoff, tailor,” written in chalk. “Bah!” re-
peated the unknown man, surprised at this coincidence, whilst
ringing the bell of number eight. The two doors were six
paces from one another.

¢ Are you living at Rapernasumoff’s?” he asked of Sonia,
with a smile. ‘“He mended me a waistcoat yesterday I
lodge here, close to you, in Madame Resslich Gertrude
Karlovna’s rooms. Isn't that strange?”  Sonia looked
attentively at him, “We are neighvours, then?” he went
on, in a pleasant tone of voice, “I have only been in St.
Petersburg since the day before yesterday. Well, till we meet
again.” Sonia made no reply. The door was opened and the
girl quickly entered. She felt frightened, abashed.

Razoumikhin was in excellent spirits whilst accompanying
his friend to Porphyrius's, :

“Capital, my dear fellow |” he repeated more than once,
¢and I am delighted, I can tell you! I did notknow that you

ourself had been pledging things with the old woman, Was
it long ago? I mean, is it long since you were there? ”
. “Where do you mean?” answered Raskolnikoff, seeming to’
question his memory. “I was there, I think, two days before
she died. I amn not anxious to take my things ouc of pawn just
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now,” he added somewhat hurriedly, as if this question had
struck him. “I have only got about a rouble left, thanks to the
follies I committed yesterday whilst in the state of mind I was
in!” Helaid considerable stress on the words * state of mind.”

“Yes, indeed,” Razoumikhin made haste to reply, whilst
dwelling on a thought which had struck him, *it was owing to
that, then, that you—the matter did strike me—do you know
that, when you were in your delirious state, you talked of
nothing but rings and watch-chains? You did, indeed. It is
all clear to me now, and everything is explained.”

¢ see how this idea has got hold of them ! I have evidence to
that effect now : this man would lay down his life for mine, and
he is delighted to be able to account formy talking of finger-rings
during my raving condition ! My language must have confirmed
their suspicions |” mused Raskolnikoff. “But,” he inquired
in a loud voice, “shall we find him in?” ’

“ Of course we shall,” replied Razoumikhin, without hesita-
tion. “ He is a capital fellow, as you will see! A little awk-
ward, I admit—not, let me tell you, that he is wanting in good
manners. No, no; he is awkward from another point of vicw.
He is no fool either ; on the contrary, he is very sharp, only his
cast of mind is a peculiar one—incredulous, sceptic, cynical.
Nothing he enjoys more than to mystify people. At the same
time, he sticks to the old lines—that is to say that he admits
nothing but material evidence. He knows his business, I can
tell you. Last year he disentangled a case of murder in which
nearly every species of evidence was wanting! He is most
anxious to get to know you 1”

“ Why should he be?”

“ Oh! only because— Why, latterly, during your malady, we
have often had occasion to talk about you. He used to be re-
sent at our conversations. When he heard that you were read-
ing for the law, and that you had been obliged to leave
the University, he said, * What a pity !’ From that I gathered
—not that I attached any special importance to his remark, but
rather to many other things. Yesterday, Zametoff—listen to
me, Rodia. When I took you home yesterday I was intoxi-
cated, and talked anyhow. I fear you must have taken what I
said in bad part.”

% What was it you said? Did you say people took me for a
lunatic? They may be right after all,” answered Raskolnikoff,

wai forced smile
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“They remained silent. Razoumikhin’s good spirits were
angrily noticed by Raskolnikoff. What his friend had just told
him concerning the magistrate did not fail to cause him
anxiety.

“That’s the house,” said Razoumikhin.

“The main thing to know,” thought Raskolnikoff, ¢is
whether Porphyrius is informed of my visit yesterday to the
lodging of that old hag, and as to my enquiries on the sub-
ject of blood. I must, first of all, be satisied on that score.
1 must, as soon as I can, catch his eye, and make sure of that,
otherwise I'll make a clean breast of it, though it cost me my
life.”

“Do you know?” he went on, addressing Razoumikhin
brusquely, with a sly smile, “I fancy, old fellow, that since
this morning you have been greatly agitated. Am I right?”

¢In what way? Notatal!” replied Razoumikhin, vexed.

“I am right, though. Just now, for instance, you were
fidgeting on the edge of your chair, a thing you never do, and
people might have thought you had the cramp. You kept on
starting up ; your temper was continually changing; you got
cross, to become a moment afterwards like honey and sugar,
Why, you even blushed, and when you were asked to dinner
you turned scarlet.”

“ Nonsense ! what makes you say that ? ?

“Why, you are as bashful as a schoolboy! Even now you
are blushing ! ”

“You are unbearable.”

“But why such confusion, O Romeo? As you please, I'll
mention all about it, somewhere, to-day. Hah! hah! hah! I
shall be sure to amuse my mother and someone else.”

¢ Just one moment ; things are getting serious—let me tell
you—why, after that—" spluttered Razoumikhin, cold as ice.
“What will you mention to them? My dear friend, what a
horrid fellow you are!”

“Just like a rose ! If you only knew how it becomes you!
But I hope you have taken care of your toilet to-day? Bless
me, if I don’t think you have gone in for bear’s grease ]| Put
your head down for a minute so that 1 may smell 1 ”

“You horrid wretch !”

Raskolnikoff burst out laughing, and this hilarity, which
he seemed unable to check, continued till the two young men
reached Porphyrius Petrovitch’s house. The visitors’ laughter
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could be heard within, and Raskolnikoff trusted that it .might
be. :

“Say another word, and I'll do for you!” muttered Razou-
mikhin furiously, seizing his friend’s shoulder,

CHAPTER V,

ASKOLNIKOFF entered the magistrate’s house with
the air of a man doing his very best to keep his counte-
nance, but who only succeeded in doing so at great pains.
Behind him came Razoumikhin, blushing like a pzony, his
features distorted by anger and shame. The ungainly person
and discomfited aspect of this big boy were, at the moment,
amusing enough to justify his comrade’s hilarity. Porphyrius
Petrovitch, standing up in the middle of the room, looked
enquiringly at his two visitors. Raskolnikoff bowed to the
master of the house, shook hands with him, and seemed to
make a violent effort to stifle his laughing mood whilst having
to answer customary questions. But no sooner had he re-
covered his self-possession and stammered out a few words,
than, in the very act of introduction, his eyes accidentally met
those of Razoumikhin. He could no longer contain himself,
and his serious attitude vanished before a fit of merriment, all
the more uncontrollable from its previous curb. Razoumikhin
unwittingly played into his friend’s hands, for this “silly
laughter ” threw him into a passion, which lent to the interview
an air of frank and natural gaiety. i
“Wretch1” howled Razoumikhin, violently raising his
arm.
The effect of this gesture was to upset a small side-table
where stood a tumbler which had contained tea. .
“ Pray, gentlemen, why spoil the furniture? You are doing
injury to the State ! ” exclaimed Porphyrius Petrovitch.
Raskolnikoff roared to such an extent that for some time he
left his hand in that of the magistrate, and it certainly would
have been unusual to have left it there too long, hence he
withdrew it at the right moment in order to keep up the
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assumed part he was playing. As for Razoumikhin, he was
more confused than ever since he had upset a side-table and
broken a glass, and, after having contemplated with gloomy
air the result of his bad temper, he moved to the casement,
where, with back turned on the others, he looked through the
windows, without, however, seeming to see anything. Por-
phyrius Petrovitch laughed by way of good-breeding, although
he evidently expected some kind of explanation. Zametoif
was seated somewhere in a corner; on the appearance of the
visitors, he just rose, attempting a smile, although by no means
off his guard at what had happened and considering Raskolni-
koff with special curiosity. The latter had certainly not ex-
pected to meet a police official, whose presence caused him a
disagreeable surprise.

“Here is another point to be taken into consideration,”
he thought.

¢“Pray excuse me,” he commenced, with pretended em-
barrassment. * Razoumikhin is—"

“ That will do! You have caused me great amusement by
your way of entering. I see he won't even say ¢ How do you
do?’” added Porphyrius Petrovitch, pointing to Razoumikhin
with a nod.

“I really don’t know why he is so angry with me. I only
told him, as we were coming along, that he was like Romeo—
and I even proved it to him ; that was all.”

¢ Wretch ! ” cried Razoumikhin without looking round.

“He must have had very good reasons to take your little
joke in such bad part,” remarked Porphyrius Petrovitch with a
smile.

“There peeps out the magistrate—always sounding! I

wish the deuce would take all of you !” replied Razoumikhin,
who now began to laugh in his turn; he had suddenly re-
covered his good temper and cheerfully approached Porphyrius
Petrovitch.
" “No more nonsense! Let us proceed to business! Permit
me to introduce to you my friend Rodion Romanovitch Ras-
kolnikoff, who has heard a great deal about you, and is anxious
to make your acquaintance; he has to discuss some little
affair with you. Holloa! Zametoff, what brings you here?
So you are already acquainted, and since when?”

 What can this mean now ? ” asked Raskolnikoff of himself
with anxicty.

(4]
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Razoumikhin’s question seemed to annoy Zametoff somewhat;
he soon, however, got over that. “It was yesterday, at your
house, that we bccame acquainted,” he said in his easy
way.

“Then the finzer of fate has been at work. D2 you know,
Porphyrius, that last week he expressed a very great wish to be
introduced to you, but it would appear that you have been able
to become acquainted without me. Have you any tobacco,
by-the-by? » -

Porphyrius Petrovitch was in morning-costume :—dressing-
gown, slippers down at heel, speckless linen. He was a
man of thirty five, below medium height, stout, and even
somewhat corpulent. He had neither beard nor moustache,
and his hair was cut short. His large round head was particu-
larly fleshy in the nape of the neck. His bloated, round, and
slightly flat face was not wanting in vivacity or cheerfulness,
although his complexion, of a darkish yellow, was far from in-
dicating sound health. Had it not been for the expression of
his eyes—which, hidden under almost white lashes, seemed to
be continually blinking, as if to make signs of some kind
or other—one might have taken his face for a good one. But it
was this expression which singularly belied the rest of the
countenance. At first sight, one could not help noticing
the more or less rustic physique of his frame, but an attentive
observer was soon undeceived as to that.

As soon as he heard that Raskolnikoff had to discuss some
little affair with him, Porphyrius Petrovitch invited him to sit
down on the sofa by his side, did the same at the other end,
and placed himself at his disposal with the greatest eagerness.
As a rule, we feel more or less constrained when a person
with whom we have but slight acquaintance shows much
curiosity to hear us; and our embarrassment bzcoines all the
greater if the subject about to be discussed is, in our eyecs,
scarcely deserving of the extreme attention lavished on us.
Nevertheless, Raskolnikoff, in a few short and precise words,
went into all the aspects of his little affair, and was even en-
abled, whilst doing so, to take good stock of Porphyrius Petro-
vitch, who on his part was not wanting in careful observation.
Razoumikhin, facing them both, listened impatiently, whilst his
gaze kept on wandering from his friend to the magistrate and
back again, in a manner less than polite.

“The idiot I” fumed Raskolnikoff to himself
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® You must place the matter in the hands of the police,”
answered Porphyrius Petrovitch in the most self-possessed
manner. “ You must explain how, being cognisant of such
and such a circumstance—that is, this murder—you wish to in-
form the magistrate entrusted with the case that certain
articles are yours, and ‘that you wish to redeem them. Dut
you will be sure to be written to.”

“ Unfortunately,” replied Raskolnikoff, with feigned con-
fusion, ‘I am not in funds for the time being, and my avail-
ahle means do not even allow me to take these trumpery
things out. To tell you the truth, I am anxions to confine
myself to the statement that those things are mine, and that
as soon as possible—"

“That does not matter,” answered Porphyrius Petrovitch,
who hardly noticed the financial explanation, * you can, it you
like, write directly to me, and state that being, cognisant
and so forth, you are anxious to inform us as to those articles
which are your own, and which—”

% Can I write such a letter on unstamped paper?” inter-
rupted Raskolnikoff, pretending only to see the pecuniary side
of the case.

““On any paper you like!” Porphyrius Petrovitch uttered
these words in a frankly railing way, with a suggestive
look at Raskolnikoff. At all events, the latter would have
sworn that this look was meant for him, and was the result
of Heaven only knows what secret thought. He might, after
all, said he to himself, be mistaken. “He knows!” was the
momentary thought.

% Excuse my having disturbed you about such a trifle,” was
the slightly disconcerted reply.  These things are not worth
more than five roubles, but association makes them particularly
vaiuable to me, and I must own that I was greatly concerned
on hearing—" :

¢ Was that the reason you were so upset, yesterday, on hear~
ing me tell Zosimoff that Porphyrius was examining the people
who had pledged things at the old pawnbrokers?” asked
Razoumikhin with evident intention.

But this was beyond a joke. Raskolnikoff could not bear
it, and cast on the clumsy chatterer a look flashing anger,
though knowing in a moment the imprudence he had been
guilty of, and which he did his best to repair. * You seem lo
me to be poking fun at me, my friend,” he said to Razoumikhin,

Q32
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pretending to be greatly vexed. “I admitthat I meddle per
haps too much with things which in your eyes may be insignifi-
cant, but that is no reason why you should look upon me as a
selfish and greedy man ; trifles like that may be of value to me.
As I told you just now, the silver watch, which may not be
worth more than a grock, is all I have from my late father.
Poke fun at me, if you like, but my mother has just paid me a
visit ”—on saying which he turned towards Porphyrius—* and if
she knew,” he went on once more, addressing Razoumikhin,
in a voice as trembling as possible, * if she knew that I am no
longer in possession of that watch, I am certain she would be
in despair! Women are like that |”

“By no means! I did not mean in that way! You are
quite wrong as to my thoughts!” protested Razoumikhin
aggrieved.

“ Have I done well? Wasit natural? Did I pitch my key
too high ? ” Raskolnikoff asked himself anxiously. “I ought
not to have said ‘ women’ in the general sense.”

“Has your mother paid you a visit?* inquired Porphyrius
Petravitch,

“Yes!”

“ When did she come?”

% Last night.”

The magistrate was silent for a moment; he seemed to be
thinking. “Under any circumstances your things won't get
lost,” was his calm and cold remark. “ Do you know, I have
been expecting your visit for some time.” On saying which,
he quickly pushed the ash-tray to Razoumikhin, who kept on
dropping his cigarette-ash on the carpet. Raskolnikoff shud-
dered, but the magistrate did not seem to notice it, anxious as
he was to preserve his carpet.

“You have been expecting his visit? But how did you
know that he had pledged anything there?” cried
.Razoumikhin.

Porphyrius Petrovitch, without any further reply, said to
Raskolnikoff: “Your things, a ring and a watch, were at her
place, wrapped up in a piece of paper, and on this paper your
name was legibly written in pencil, with the date of the day
she had received these things from you.”

“What a memory you must have got!” said Raskolnikoff, with
a forced smile, doing his best to look the magistrate unflinch-
ingly in the face. However, he could not help adding: “1 say
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80, because, as the owners of the pledged articles ‘are no doubt
very numerous, you must, I should fancy, have scme difficulty
in remembering them all; but I see, on the contrary, that you
do nothing of the kind. (Oh! fool | why add that?)”

““But they have nearly all of them come here; you alone
had not done so,” answered Porphyrius, with an almost imper-
ceptible sneer.

1 happened to be rather unwell.”

“So I heard. I have been told that you have been in great
pain. Even now you are pale.”

“Not at all. I am not pale. On the contrary, I am very
well | ” answered Raskolnikoff in a tone of voice which had all
at once become brutal and violent. He felt rising within him
uncontrollable anger. ‘ Anger will make me say some foolish
thing,” he thought. * But why do they exasperate me ?”

¢ He was rather unwelll A pretty expression, to be sure |®
exclaimed Razoumikhin. “The fact is that up to yesterday he
has been almost unconscious. Wouldyou believe it, Porphyrius?
Yesterday, when he could hardly stand upright, he seized the
moment when Zosimoff had just left him, to dress, to be
off by stealth, and to go loafing about, Heaven only knows
where, till midnight, being, all the time, in a completely raving
condition. Can you imagine such a thing? It is a most
remarkable case!”

“Indeed! In a completely raving state?” remarked
Porphyrius, with the toss of the head peculiar to Russian
rustics,

“Absurd! Don’t you believe a word of it! Besides, I
need not urge you to that effect—of course you are convinced,”
observed Raskolnikoff, beside himself with passion. But
Porphyrius Petrovitch did not scem to hear these singular
words.

““ How could you have gone out if you had not been deli-
rious?” asked Razoumikhin, getting angry in his turn. “Why
bave gone out at all? What was the object of it? And, above
all, to go in that secret manner? Come, now, make a clean
breast of it—you know you were out of your mind, were
you not? Now that danger is gone by, I tell you so to your
ﬁce'"

“T had been very much annoyed yesterday,” said Raskolni.
koff, addressing the magistrate, with more or less of insolence
in his smiie, *and, wishing to get rid of them, I went out to
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hire lodgings where I could be sure of privacy, to effect which
I had taken a certain amount of money. Mr. Zametoff saw
what I had by me, and perhaps he can say whether I was in
my right senses yesterday or whether 1 was delirious ? Perhaps
he will judge as to our quarrel.” Nothing would have pleased
him better than there and then to have strangled that gentle-
ﬁan, whose taciturnity and equivocal facial expression irritated
im.

“In my opinion, you were talking very sensibly and even
with considerable shrewdness ; only I thought you too irritable,
observed Zametoff off-handedly.

¢ Just now,” added Porphyrius Petrovitch, * Nicodemus
Thomich told me he met you late last night, in the lodgings of
an official who had been run over—”

“Exactly 1 ” put in Razoumikhin, * This proves my own
statement definitely! Did you not behave like a lunatic in
that man’s place? You gave all you had to pay for the funeral
expenses ! I admit that you wished to assist the widow, but
you might have given her fifteen, or even twenty, roubles, if
necessary, and have kept something for yourself ; whereas you

gave everything you had—you spent, in fact, your whole
" twenty-five roubles!”

¢ But how do you know that I did not find a treasure?
Yesterday I was in the mood for largess. Mr. Zametoff knows
that I did find one! I must really apologise for having
pestered you for half-an-hour by my useless twaddle,” he went
on, with quivering lips, addressing Porphyrius. “You are tired,
I should think ? ?

¢ What do you say? Quite the contrary! If you only
knew how you interest me! I am interested in seeing and
hearing you—in fact, I am enchanted with your visit ! ”

“ Do let us have some tea! e are as dry as fishes!” ex-
claimed Razoumikhin.

“Good idea! But perhaps you would like something more
substantial before tea, would you?”

¢ Look alive, then !”

Porphyrius Petrovitch went out to order tea. All kinds of
thoughts were at work in Raskolnikoff’s brain. He was ¢x-
cited. “They don’t even take pains to dissemble; they
certainly don’t mince matters as far as I am concerned : that
is something, at all evenis! Since Porphyrius knew next to
nothing about me, why on earth should he have spoken with
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Nicodemus Thomich at all ? They even scorn to deny that they
are on my track, almost like a pack of hounds! They cer-
tainly speak out plainly enrugh ! ” he said, trembling with rage.
“ Well, do so, as bluntly as you like, but don't play with me
as the cat would with the mouse! That's not quite civil,
Porphyrius Petrovitch ; I won’t quite allow that yet! I’ll make
a stand and tell you some plain truths to your faces, and
then you shall find out my real opinion about you!” He had
some difficulty in breathing. * But supposing that all this is
pure fancy >—a kind of mirage? Suppose I had misunder-
stood? Let me try and keep up my nasty part, and not com-
mit myself, like the fool, by blind anger! Ought I to give
them credit for intentions they have not? Their words are,
in themselves, not very extraordinary oncs—so much must be
allowed ; but a double meaning may lurk beneath them. Why
did Porphyrius, in speaking ot the old woman, simply say ¢ At
her place?’ Why did Zametoff observe that I had spoken
very sensibly? Why their peculiar manner?—yes, it is this
manner of theirs. How is it possible that all this cannot have
struck Razoumikhin? The booby never notices anything !
But I seem to be feverish again! Did Porphyrius give me a
kind of wink just now, or was I deccived in some way? The
idea is absurd ! Why should he wink at me? Perhaps they
intend to upset my nervous organisation, and, by so doing,
dnive me to extremes! Either the whole thing is a phantasma-
goria, or—they know |

. % Zametoff, himself, is insolent. He has thought things over
since yesterday. I suspected that he would change his opinion!
He behaves here as he would at home, and yet it is his first
visit ]|  Porphyrius docs not consider him in the light of a
stranger ; he sat down even, and turned his back on him.
Those two have become fast fricnds, and I am sure that I am
the cause of their intimacy. I am sure they were ta'king of
me when we came in! Can they know auything auout my
visit to the old woman’s room? I am longing to know! When
I stated that I had gone out to engage lodgings, Porphyrius did
not notice my observation. But 1 did well to mention that, as
it may come in handy lateron! As lor my condition of mind,
the magistrate did not seem to want to know anything about
that. He is evidently perfectly aware as to how I spent the
evening. But he knew nothing about my mother’s visit. And
as for that hag—who made a pencilnote of the date o the
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pledging? No, no! your affected assurance does not mislead
me. Up to the present you are without facts; you have
nothing but idle conjectures. Bring forward one single fact,
assuming you can do as much as that ! The visit I raid to the
old woman proves nothing ; it may be attributed to my condi-
tion of mind at thetime. I distinctly remember what I told the
journeymen and the dvornik. But do they really know that
1 went there at all? I do not intend leaving till I am certain
on that point! Why have I come at all? But I am getting
angry, a thing to be feared! What wmakes me so irritable ?
Perhaps it is better that it should be so. I shall continue my
rdle of invalid. Perhaps he’ll begin to worry me, so as
to make me forget myself. Ah! why have I come at
all?”

All these thoughts flashed through his mind with the
rapidity of lightning.  Porphyrius Petrovitch came back a
moment afterwards. He seemed in a very good temper.
“ When I left your place yesterday, old fellow, I was really
not well,” he commenced, addressing Razoumikhin with a
cheeriness which was only just becoming apparent, *but
that is all gone -now.”

“ Did you find the evening a pleasant one? I left you in
the thick of the fun; who came off best ?”

“ Nobodv, of course. They cavilled to their heart’s con-
tent over their old arguments.”

“Fancy, Rodia, the discussion last evening turned on the
question: ‘Does crimeexist? Yes, or No.” And the non-
sense they talked on the subject 1”

“What is there extraordinary in the query? It is the
social question without the charm of novelty, answered
Raskolnikoff abruptly.

¢ The question was not put like that,” remarked Porphyrius.

“Not exactly like that, I own,” immediately admitted
Razoumikhin, who had moved according to his wont. “Listen,
Rodia, and give us your opinion—I insist. Yesterday, when
those fellows upset me, and I was expecting you, having told
them you were coming—these Socialists then commenced by
airing their theory. We all know what it is—in other words,
crime is a protest against a badly-organised social state of things
—that's all. When they have said that, they have said all ;
they admit no other cause for criminal acts; in their own
opinion, man is driven to commit crime in ccnsequence of
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some irresistible centrifugal influence, and nothing else.  This
is their favourite theme.”

“ Talking of crime and centrifugal influence,” said Porphy-
rius Petrovitch, speaking to Raskolnikoff, ‘I remember a pro-
duction of yours which greatly interested me. 1 am speaking
about your article oz ¢rime. 1 don’t very well remember the
title. I was delighted in reading it two months ago in the
FPeriodical Word.”

*“ My article? In the Periodical Word?” asked Raskol-
nikoff astonished. 1 wrote, it is true, an article six months
ago, when I left the University, in connection with some book,
but I sent it to the Hebdomadal Word, and not to the
Periodical Word.”

¢ That is the paper it came out in.”

“In the meantime, the Hebdomadal Word ceased to
appear ; that was why my article was not published at the
time.

“Quite so; but, whilst no longer appearing, the Hebdo-
mada! Word became amalgamated with the Perionical Word,
and this is how your article was published by the last paper,
two months aro. Did you not know that ?

Raskolnikoff had not known it.

“Then you may go and draw the money for your copy!
What a disposition is yours, however! You live so hermit-like
that the very things which interest you directly, co not even
come under your notice ! That is a fact.”

“ Bravo, Rodia ! I did not know anything about it either !”
exclaimed Razoumikhin. * This very day 1 shall ask for the
number in the readingroom! Is it two months ago since the
article was inserted ? What was the date ? never mind—1I shall
find out! What a joke! And he has never said anything
about it !”

¢ But how do you know the article was mine? I only signed
it with an initial.”

“T discovered it lately, quite by chance. The chief editor
is a friend of mine ; it was he who let out the secret of your
authorship. The article has greatly interested me.”

“1 was analysing, if I remember rightly, the psychological
condition of a criminal at the moment of his deed.”

“Yes, and you strove to prove that a criminal, at such a
moment, is always, mentally, more or less unhinged. That
puint of view is a very original one, but it was not this part of
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your article which most interested me. I was particularly
struck by an idea at the end of the article, and which, unfortu-
nately, you have touched upon too cursorily. In a word, if
you remember, you maintained that there are men in existence
who can, or more accurately, who have an absolute right to
commit all kinds of wicked and criminal acts—men for whom,
to a certain extent, laws do not exist.”

At this false interpretation of his views, Raskolnikoff smiled.

“How? What? A right to commit crime? Did he not
rather mean to say that a criminal is urced to crime by an
irresistible centrifugal influence?” asked Razoumikhin with
a species of anxiety.

“No, no, that is not the point in question,” replied Por-
phyrius. “In the article under discussion, men are divided into
ordinary and extraordinary men. The former must live in a
state of obedience, and have no right to break the law, inas-
much as they are nothing more than ordinary men ; the latter
have a right to commit every kind of crime, and to break every
law, from the very fact that they are extraordinary men. I
think that is what you mean, unless I am mistaken?”

“Buthow? It is impossible that such things can be ?”
stammered Razoumikhin, confused.

Raskolnikoff smiled again. He had seen in a moment that
they wished to get from him a statement of facts, and, remem-
bering his article, he was ready to enter into explanations.
“‘That is not quite it,” he commenced in simple and modest
tones. “I must allow, however, that you have almost pre-
cisely reproduced my theory ; if you like, I will go so far as to
say, very precisely ” (he emphasised these last words with a

>rtain pleasure). “I did not say, however, as you make me
do, that extraordinary men are absolutely bound to be always
committing all kinds of criminal acts. I even believe that the
censor would not have permitted the publication of an article
conceived in this sense. This is really what I maintained : An
extraordinary man has a right—not officially, be it understood—
but from and by his very individuality, to permit his conscience
to overstep certain bounds, only so far as the realisation of one
of his ideas may require it. (Such an idea may from time to
time be of advantage co humanity.) You pretend that my
article is not a clear one: I will do my best to make it so;
perhaps I am right in surmising that such is your wish. Ac-
cording to my theory, if Kepler’s or Newton’s inventions had

-



CRIME AND PUNISHMENT. 207

in consequence of certain obstacles, not been able to get into
vogue without the sacrifice of one, ten, a hundred, or even a
larger number of intervening human impediments, Newton
would have had the right—nay, would have been obliged—-to do
away with these few, these hundred men, in order that his
discoveries might become known to the whole world. This
does not imply, however, that Newton had a right to assassinate
at his will or fancy any living thing, or to steal daily in open
market.

¢ Further on in my article, I remember insisting on the idea
that all legi~lators and rulers of men, commencing with the
earliest down to Lycurgus, Solon, Mahomet, Napoleon, &c.,
&c., have, one and all, been criminals, for, whilst giving new
laws, they have naturally broken through older ones which had
been faithfully observed by societyand transmitted by its progen-
itors. These men most certainly never hesitated to shed blood,
as soon as they saw the advantage of doing so. It may even
be remarked that nearly all these benefactors and teachers of
humanity have been terribly bloodthirsty. Consequently, not
only all great men, but all those who, by hook or by crook,
have raised themselves above the common herd, men who
are capable of evolving something new, must, in virtue of their
innate power, be, undoubtedly, criminals, more or less, be it
said. Otherwise they could not free themselves from tram-
mels ; and, as for being bound by them, that they cannot be
—their very mission forbidding it.

“You must own that, as far as we have gone, there is
nothing very new in my article. The same views have been
uttcred and printed a thousand times. As for my division of
men into ordinary and extraordinary ones, I own to its being
somewhat arbitrary, but I take no heed of the question of
figures, which hampers me butslightly. But I believe that the
kernel of my theory is a sound one. It confines itself to main-
taining that Nature divides men into two categories : the first,
an inferior one, comprising ordinary men, the kind of material
whose function it is reproduce specimens like themselves ; the
other, a superior one, comprising men who have the gift or
power to make a new word, thought, or deed felt. Thcir sub-
divisions are naturally innumerable, but these two main cate-
gorics contain distinctively-marked characteristics. To the
first belong, in a general way, conservatives, men for order,
who live in a state ot obedience and love it. ‘T'o my mind,
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such men cannot help obeying, because it is their destiny, and
such an act has nothing humiliating for them.

““The next class, however. consists exclusively of men who
break the law, or strive, according to their capacity or power,
to do so. Their crimes are naturally relative ones, and of
varied gravity. Most of these insist upon destruction of what
exists in the name of what ought to exist. And if, in the execu-
tion of their idea, they should be obliged to shed blood, step
over corpses, they can conscientiously do both in the interest
of their idea, otherwise—pray mark this. It is in so far that
my article gives them a right to commit crime. (You will
remember that our starting argument was a judicial question.)
There is, however, not much need for anxiety. The bulk of
men hardly ever concedes them such a right ; it either decapi-
tates or hangs them, and by doing so performs most virtuously
its conservative mission till the day this very class erects
statues in veneration of those thus executed. The first group
is always predominant in the present ; the second, however, is
master of the future. One class keeps up the world by increas-
ing its inhabitants, the other arouses humanity and makes it
act. Both have absolutely the same right to existence—yea,
even to the day of the New Jerusalem!”

“Then you believe in the New Jerusalem ?”

%1 do,” replied, with considerable stress, Raskolnikoff, who,
during the whole of this tirade, had kept his eye obstinately
fixed on some spot in the carpet.

“ And—do you believe in God? Excuse my inquisitive-
ness.” :

“I do,” repeated the young man, raising his eyes on
Porphyrius. ’

“And in the resurrection of Lazarus??”

“Yes. But why put such questions?”

“ Do you believe fully ?*

¢ Fully.”

“ Excuse my having put these questions, but I was interested.
Permit me once more—I am going back to the subject we were
talking about just now—they are not always executed ; on the
contrary, there are some who—"

“What? Who are triumphant during their lifetime ? Yes,
such a thing happens to some of them, and then—”

Tt is they, I suppose, who give up the others for capital
punishment 2 *
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#Yes, if necessary, and, let me tell you, this is most
frequently the case. From a general pomnt of view, your
observation is full of accuracy.”

“Thanks. But tell me: How is it possible to distinguish
these extraordinary men from ordinary ones? Have they, at
birth, any special marks? It strikes me that here we require a
little more precision and, to some extent, a more apparent defi-
nition. Excuse this fidgetiness, after all but natural to a practi-
cal and good-meaning man ; but could they not, for instance,
wear some special dress—an emblem of some kind or other?
For, you must agree, if confusion set in; if a member of one
class were to conceive that he belonged to the other, and were,
according to your happy expression, to try and ‘overcome
every obstacle,” then—"

“Oh! such a thing often happens. Your second remark is
even a more clever one than the other.”

“Thanks!”

“ Don’t mention it; but remember that such an error is only
possible with men of the first category, that is to say, in the
case of those whom I have, perhaps clumsily, called ‘ordinary’
men. Notwithstanding their inborn tendency to obey, many
of them, as a result of some freak of nature, fancy themselves
men that ought to be in the van, and consider themselves in
the light of ‘regenerators’—think themselves selected to bring
about a ‘new state of things,’ and this illusion is perfectly
genuine in their case. At the same time, they do not, as a
rule, recognise the real regenerators, they even sometimes
despise them as people behind the times—lacking in genius.
But in my opinion that is not a very great danger, and there is
no occasion for anxiety, for they never accomplish much,
They may sometimes be urged on by way of punishment for
their presumption, and thus be placed once more in their right
place, but that is all ; even in such cases, there is no special
need to harass the instrument—on the contrary, they themselves
are more or less their own castigators, because their characters
are sensitive ones, and this punishment they either award each
other mutually or by themselves. They may be seen under-
going various open inflictions, which cannot fail to edify ; in a
word, anxiety on their score would be more than futile.”

I must confess that in this particular case you have some-
what set me at rest, but here is something else which worries
me:—tell me, pray, are there many of these extraordinary men
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who have the right to destroy others? I am ready to yield
them precedence, but if there are very many of them, you
must own such a fact to be rather a disagreeable one, eh? ”

¢ Pray do not let that disturb you to any great extent,” Ras-
kolnikoff continued in the same tone.  “Generally, the
number of men born with new ideas, or even capable of
giving utterance to anything out of the ordinary course, is
infinitesimal. It is a self-evident fact that the repartition of
births in the various categories and subdivisions of humanity
must be carefully regulated by some natural law. This law,
unfortunately, is unknown to us as yet, but I fully believe in
its existence and also that it will be discovered sooner or later.
I believe that very many of us have only a sole duty in this
world, the bringing finally into life, after long and mystcrious
cross-breeding, a man who, out of many oth:rs, shall possess
special independence. In proportion to this increase of in-
dependence, we begin to discover one man in ten thousand
or even in a hundred thousand, (my figures are approximate
ones) a genius is found among several millions of men,
and it is highly probable that thousands of millions
pass through life before there arises one of those. lofty
intellects which renew the face of the globe. Un-
fortunately, I have had no opportunity of peeping in the retort
where this process of evolution takes place. At all events
there is, there must be, some immutable law at work in this
process—chance has nothing whatever to do with it.”

¢ ] really think that both of you are joking,” exclaimed, at
last, Razoumikhin, “you are mystifying one another, I fancy !
You are not really talking seriously, are you, Rodia ? ”

Without renlying, Raskolnikoff raised on him his pale and
apparently suffering face. Whilst looking at its calm and woe-
begone expression, Razoumikhin thought the caustic, irritating,
and rude manner Porphyrius had assumed was very singular.

“ Well, my dear friend, if you are really serious, of course
you are perfectly right in saying that your statements are not
new ones, and that they are very much like what we have read
a